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...RESTLESS NIGHT 

Shad undressed and crawled into bed. He 
heard the sounds Lissa was making in the room 
next to him. He heard her plainly as she pulled 
back the covers of the bed, heard her slip off the 
dungarees. He imagined her standing there, 
golden skin alive in the crimson light. He heard 
the old bed creak as she climbed in. He wished 
he were sleeping not quite so dose to her. 

Restlessly he turned over* A wind was com¬ 
ing up outside. A shutter banged somewhere* 
Stealthily he put on his bathrobe. He paused, 
listening at the paneling. He could hear the 
sound of movement He grasped the door knob 
with a sweaty hand and pulled it open. 

To one side stood a terrified girl* 
JTm scared of the wind," she pleaded. 
Shad nodded. 
"When I was a child," Ussa said, "and I was 

frightened, 1 used to crawl into bed with my 
mother." She tongue-tipped her lips, "I'd really 
be much happier with you." 

"Come on, then 
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CHAPTER ONE 

/ 

For a few moments Shad Crispin stared idly down at the 
sand below him. The shifting tendrils of fog, seen through 
the narrow window, suddenly parted to reveal a broader 
patch of beach. Shad’s eyes snapped into sharp focus* 
Was it possible? On the beach—or was he imagining it— 
lay the long, lithe, gleaming figure of a woman. 

It was as if she had come out of the water to rest her¬ 
self on the beach there, to regain breath and strength 
after a long, hard swim. 

Shad smiled to himself. The hallucinatory faculty of 
man—especially man in need of woman—could play mar¬ 
velous tricks, he mused. He could almost have believed 
his eyes, except that the lovely form lying there was com¬ 
pletely, starkly and unashamedly nude. 

Shad’s reflection, imprisoned by the grayness of the fog 
beyond, leered back at him from the narrow pane of 
glass, showing his dark brown hair, green eyes, wide 
mouth, big ears, gaunt face and long neck. He grinned: 
what else could he do when his mind began hoaxing him? 

As he looked, she turned over on her back. Her golden 
hair pooled a halo around her face. Her legs were long 
and tanned, and her breasts thrust voluptuously from the 
symmetry of her body. Her face, finely featured, showed 
sensuous lips, amber eyes and a turaed-up nose. 

She saw him and she lifted her hand in a dreamlike 
greeting. 

He waved back, feeling inexplicably ridiculous. Surely 
there could be nothing down there, he assured himself; 
it must be all a figment of his imagination. Shad moved 
away from the window, vaguely uneasy, to regard once 
again the green figurine on the table. Then he fumbled 
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for a box of matches and got out his cigarettes. He lit 
one and puffed furiously, thinking that the giri on the 
beach below must be nothing more than wish-fulfillnienL 
The only actual thing down there was sand—sand re¬ 
shaped by his own repressed but now glaringly naked 
desire. 

Irresistibly, the narrow window drew turn back. Slowly, 
he approached it. He glanced out, steeling himself against 
the sight of what must inevitably turn out to be an empty 
strip of shore. The fog shifted and slid down, down, down 
, , . Then a space cleared in the cottony mass. He caught 
his breath. He was staring down into the eyes of the 
smiling, beckoning, naked vision there. 

Shades of Freud, he thought grimly. And he ran down 
the stairs, bored in a spiral through solid rock, and 
emerged seconds later on the secluded beach. His feet sank 
crunchingly into the sand, and he moved forward through 
the fog. The naked girl was sleek, golden, smiling. She 
was ripe with maturity, her hips sleek and firm, her belly 
tight, her breasts boldly full. 

She sat up, her golden eyes smiling at him, making no 
effort to hide herself, 

“Who are you?” he asked. 
She smiled warmly, amused and dreamy-eyed, “Oh, 

don’t you know?” She spoke with the peculiar lisp some 
foreigners acquire in learning to speak English, 

Shad shook his head, “Bow’d you get here? It’s miles 
front anywhere,” 

She waved a graceful arm toward the sea where flat 
Lines of waves curled into foam and flying spray, “I came 
from out there,” she murmured. 

“Nonsense!” he snorted. “You’re as real as I am.” He 
reached out and touched her body. 

Her eyes danced. “Of course i am!” she said, “Did you 
think I wasn’t?” 

“I think,” he mused, watching her golden body stretch¬ 
ing sensually on the sand, “we’d better get you something 
to slip into, young lady.” 

She shrugged, “If you Insist, But I don’t really mind 
it this way,” 
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“I do,” Shad said. 
She nodded. He motioned tentatively to help her up. 

She took his wrist and rippled up to stand lightly and 
gracefully, leaning in toward him, He feit the firm, solid 
weight of her body on his. 

Once again his eye studied her fine, flowing lines. He 
could not help but be entranced by the uptilt of her taut, 
outthmst breasts, the gleaming, golden smoothness of her 
skin, and the muscles of her thighs slurring under her 
satin flesh. He saw the true oval of her face, the soft, 
sensuous lips, the upturned nose, the wide aureate eyes, 
heavy-lidded and slumbrous with invitation, and the curly 
waves of her gilt and taffy-brown hair. 

If he had dreamed her, he could not have created a 
more exotic beauty. Shad admitted to himself. She was 
exactly what he needed. Certainly, he thought, it was 
not good to look a gift horse in the mouth; a man who 
did so might find himself walking for the rest of his days. 

He moved with her through the sand toward the yawn¬ 
ing maw of the rock stairway in the cliff. 

2 

As they approached his studio, Shad Crispin neglected 
the girl at his side long enough to cast a displeased eye 
upon the place. He was always “Med with distaste when 
he viewed from the outside this ugly excrescence of con- 
Crete, steel and glass clinging to the top of a gray rock 
cliff that brooded over Long Inland Sound. The studio^ 
balconies hung dizzily in queasy space above the stink of 
kelp, and birdlime and rotting seaweed. Gross rectangles 
of glass rose behind black wrought-iron railings. The 
whole effect was massive, tasteless and—as the last word 
in split-level obscenity—daring. 

This structure happened to be a lure dangled before 
Shad Crispin by a woman possessed of brains, money and 
beauty. Obviously, these made Cynthia Greer all that 
could be desirable. Standing completely isolated from 
civilization on the ragged Connecticut coastline, the mon¬ 
strosity had been inherited by Cynthia from her father 
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and mother. And she dangled it before the marriageable 
nose of Shad because he was a painter of enough promise 
to be considered a fair catch even for someone of Miss 
Greer’s resources. 

In the face of her intent, and to make life bearable, 
Shad had invented The Game. The Game consisted, 
briefly, of not thinking of Cynthia Greer. For some odd 
reason, Cyn believed marriage the aim of all normal, 
healthy human beings. Shad Crispin, on the other hand, 
considered it a nasty impediment in the pursuit of life, 
liberty and happiness. 

It was not that he did not think he could revel m 
running barefoot through the Greer gold. Certainly he 
wanted to roll in the vast, expensive Greer bed of satin, 
scent and Cynthia. But not at the expense of having his 
hide branded forever with her initials. 

Only a fool or a halfwit, or both, to Shad’s mind, would 
threaten the pleasurable relationship between a man 
and a woman with the shackles and inconveniences of a 
marriage license, a ring, and the blessings of a clergy¬ 
man ... 

Crispin had been engaged in The Game on this partic¬ 
ularly bleak, foggy morning early in September, The 
entire cove and the two rocky capes jutting out from the 
beach below were obscured by a mass of shifting fog. 
Moist tendrils of mist crept over the wrought-iron balcony 
rails and slithered off again. The fog made ghost faces 
at the windows, faces that laughed and cried; and then 
the fog changed into shapes of dogs, birds, beasts of 
burden, frogs. The artist could hear the waves grinding 
on the beach below, laving the sand fleas and decapods 
and sea urchins. Shad had the impression, then, that the 
waves were laughing at him—laughing because they knew 
he could never keep his mind entirely off Cyn Greer. 

Back and forth he paced. The objects in the studio, 
normally ignored, leaped forth to his restless gaze. On 
the table stood a green, carved figurine, that of a naked, 
female Oriental. Shad’s inner eye at once projected her 
body, life-size, into the fog outside the window; there, 
his artist’s imagination proceeded to alter her in paint 
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to a posture in which she lifted her arms toward him im¬ 
ploringly and mouthed a voiceless cry entreating him to 
take her into his arms and breathe her ghostly form to 

ecstatic life. ... c 
He-reached out to touch the smooth, lush coves ot 

the stone statue. He felt a cloying sensation in his throat, 
a hot dryness behind his eyeballs, a sluggish beat of 
blood through him. He had been here for weeks, secluded, 
working at fever pitch, never seeing a soul except for 
the delivery boy who brought his food up from Sea- 
haven, the Connecticut town nearby. Tiny prickles of 
moisture broke out over his body. Cyn Greer, he thought. 

He could have her in his arms by sundown. . . . 
He moved swifdy toward the ceiling-to-floor tomb- 

stone-shaped window and peered out into the fog again. 
He knew what he needed. The same thing every man 
needed—a ripe, passionate, instinctively dissolute woman. 

It was then that he had caught sight of the sea nymph. 
The nude on the beach. And now she was allowing him to 

lead her to ... to what? 

3 

The golden girl sat primly in the red house-coat he had 
provided her and balanced her hot coffee in the saucer. 

The house-coat was Cyn Greer's. Cyn had worn it many 
times in his presence, drinking coffee with him, smiling 
into his face and trying to mask the possessive look in her 

^ Shad swallowed the coffee quickly, feeling the physical 
impact of the hot beverage. He paced about her, surveying 
her from all angles and, as he gazed, she drank her coffee 

and glanced at him questioningly. 
“You haven’t said anything,” she observed. Is there 

something wrong with me?” 
“Nothing I can see offhand,” Shad conceded, 
“You’ve been looking hard enough,” she laughed. ^ 
Shad nodded absently. “I have the strangest feeling, he 

mused. 
“About what?” 
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About you. I keep thinking I must be dreaming. You’re 
too good to be true." He frowned abruptly. "Where did you 
come from?" 3 

Out of the sea,” she said lightly. She was watching him 
and she saw his skeptical look. She threw back her head 
and laughed, her throat a golden pillar rising triumphantly 
from the soft curves of her shoulders and breasts. “It’s an 
odd story,” she said. ‘Til tell it to you, some time. Right 
now I just want to finish my coffee," Then, after a moment: 
My name is Lissa Cloud,” she said quite proudly, as if she 

had just invented it and enjoyed its sound. 
Shad came dose to her. "Lissa Cloud,” he whispered. 

“My name is Shad Crispin.” 
She smiled. “You’re a painter.” She waved at the easel 

and the blank canvases piled on the floor. “Maybe fate 
planned this, Mr. Crispin," she said. “I’d love to model 
for you.” 

He let his eyes roam over her body once more. “There’s 
not much pay,” he warned her. “I haven’t a cent." 

The girl considered the studio furnishings. She took in 
the expensive hangings, the sybaritic atmosphere, the 
wealthy decor. “I’d hardly say you were starving in a 
Paris garret,” she commented. 

“This elegance is mine only by virtue of a loan.” 
Lissa’s eyes clouded. “Oh. A woman,” she said. 
Shad shrugged. “Of course! Every artist needs a patron. 

I have mine, a talented, broad-minded, intelligent girl— 
perfectly lousy with cash. And she’s crazy to let me paint 
and paint and paint.” 

"How crazy will she be to find you’ve acquired a brand- 
new model?” 

Shad grinned. “Someone like you, Lissa? I think she’ll 
be crazy-angry! But don’t worry. I can handle Cyn Greer." 

“I’ll bet. Then I can stay?” 
“Sure,” Shad said. “The minute I saw you on the sand, 

I knew I wanted to paint you.” 
“You did?” 

“The ‘sea nymph’, that’s what I’ll call it,” Shad said, 
turning to the window. "Hi put everything of you in it, 
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Lissa—the clean feel of the salt, the dreamlike quality of 
you there , . 

Her lips curved, ‘'Will I have fins and a tail and scales?” 
“Oh, no. You'll be just as you are. What Fll try to do is 

capture the feeling of the old fairy story* You know it?” 
She frowned. “Maybe, How does it go?” 
"Once upon a time,” Shad began, “there was a sea 

nymph who was tired of living in the ocean and wanted to 
see what life was Mke on dry land .. ” 

Lissa’s eyes acquired a dreamy look. “I know that feel¬ 
ing,” She saw his wary glance and laughed fuU-throatedly* 

“In reverse, I mean, Mr, Crispin, I know what it’s like 
for a land creature to want to explore the ocean depths,” 

Shad nodded and went on, “Anyway, the sea nymph 
decided to come ashore one day. She walked along the 
beach and gazed at the shells and the sand crabs and the 
birds of the shore, and she fell in love with the land. It 
was in no wise so beautiful as her own home at the bottom 
of the ocean where colored fish and seaweed and plankton 
were featured, but it was charming in its own way. She 
decided she wanted to stay on the shore for the entire 
evening.” 

“And she died from being out of the water so long?” 
“Oh, no. On the contrary, she had a wonderful time.” 
“But how could she breathe? A fish breathes with its 

gill slits. They only accommodate a small percentage of 
oxygen. A deep breath of fresh air would cause suffoca¬ 
tion,” 

Shad nodded amiably. “But Lissa, anything can happen 
in a fairy tale. You see, she really was extremely worried 
about her air supply. Just as she started to go back into the 
water, along came her good fairy* The good fairy granted 
her one wish. And what do you thing it was?” 

“Oh, I guess she wished she had a frog man for a 
boyfriend,” 

“No, no. She wished she could have one night on shore. 
And she got it.” 

“What about the oxygen supply and the gill slits?” 
Shad stared at her moodily, “If the good fairy said the 

sea nymph could stay on shore all night, she could do it, 

11 



don't yon worry about that. And what do you think hap¬ 
pened?” 

“She breathed in too much air and got high.” 
"No. She met a handsome man who had come down to 

the beach to swim. And she fell in love with him. Love at 
first sight.” 

Lissa’s eyes clouded. "And that's the story? That's all 
there is to it?” 

"No,” Shad went on. "The man fell in love with the sea 
nymph, just like that, and they kissed and there was the 
sound of celestial music and the clacking of clam shells. It 
was one of those things that was—” 

"Bigger than both of them?” Lissa said hopefully. 
"Exactly, After a kiss or two, they were deeply and 

completely in love. Nothing in the world could ever separ¬ 
ate them. And the man told the sea nymph strange tales 
about all the wonderful things on land: he told her of the 
great green plants called trees, of the lovely colored flow¬ 
ers, of the animals that roamed the jungles and plains, of the 
woods and the valleys and the meadows. He told her of 
the birds and the butterflies and the bees and the lizards 
and the lady bugs and of a thousand and one beautiful 
things we on land here all take for granted. He promised 
her that if she stayed with him he would take her to them 
and show them to her.” 

“And did they go?” Lissa whispered. 
"They spent the night on the sea shore,” Shad said, "and 

he made love to her, and she made love to him, and they 
kissed and lay in each other’s arms the whole night 
through.” 

“How lovely.” 
"In the morning—a real true artist’s dawn of pastel 

pinks and oranges—the sea nymph woke to feel the 
warmth of the early sun, and as it rose further and further 
into the sky she felt the dryness of the earthly air and she 
felt the tugging, tearing wind on her skin, and she needed 
the feel of cool salt water on her flesh, or she would bum 
alive. She felt faint. The world rocked and spun about her, 
and her eyes blurred, and she knew she would die if she 
stayed,” 
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"Of course,” Lissa said with a cry. "She had only 
wished for one night on shore. Why didn't she ask for 
more?” 

Shad smiled. “Who ever does, when he has the chance? 
You can imagine what happened then.” 

“She called on the good fairy and asked for more time ” 
Shad nodded. “But the good fairy told her she was 

sorry but she couldn't grant any more. There was nothing 
for the sea nymph to do but go back into the water and 
live there for the rest of her days.” 

Lissa's wide eyes mourned, “And she did go back?” 
“She had to. Else she would have died. And her lover 

had to stay on shore.” 
“But they were in love!” 
“They were like so many people on earth, people who 

come from different worlds and fall in love but can never 
really be one. They were creatures from two vastly 
different environments who should never have been lovers 
to begin with/5 He sat there gazing out the window at the 

fog. 
“But what about the man?” Lissa wanted to know. 
“He tried to join his mistress in the water but it was no 

use. He had to stay on land, peering dowm at her there in 
the water. Forever, And that's the story of the sea nymph,” 

“Shad, it’s just dreadful! Never to be able to speak to¬ 
gether, to eat together, to lie together. . * *” Her voice 
wavered, 

“Yes,” Shad spoke in low tones, “That's what I want to 
paint—you, the sea nymph, sitting on a rock in the sea 
and scanning the land where your lover stands, the man 
you cart never have,” 

The poignancy of unrequited love, Shad was meditating. 
He could already visualize on the canvas the expression of 
utter desolation on the face of the sea nymph; and he 
could sense the pathos her simple, symbolic pose would 
project. 

He had seen such a desolation claim an Italian woman 
during the war when the carabinieri had pulled her away 
from the blazing inferno of a bombed building where her 
husband lay dead. The woman had known that she would 
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never see her man again* and that she was powerless to 
alter that; all she would be able to do, she had realized* 
would be to dream of all the words she could never again 
say to him* and all the words she would no more hear 
from his Ups, 

Shad knew his sea-nymph picture would have such a 
sense^of awful deprivation. The painting would be the best 
thing he had ever done. 

The golden girl stood up abruptly, pulling Cyn Greer's 
red house coat around her tightly. The material clung to 
her lush curves, 

"When shall we start?" she asked brightly. 
Shad laughed, “Right now,” Then a sudden, vague 

uncertainty nagged him. There was something he still could 
not understand about this girl, an irritating inconsistency 
that demanded explanation, “Where did you come from, 
Lissa?" he pressed, “The city? The country?" 

Her eyes danced with merriment. She moved close to 
him and placed a cool forefinger across his lips, 

“Some day I’ll tell you,” she chuckled, "Until then* I 
keep my origins shrouded in mystery," 

4 

The golden girl remained as the day lengthened. The fog 
had dissipated, the sea gulls dipped now in the brightness 
of the sky; the sound of their squalls rang raucously in the 
artist’s work room. 

Shad had scratched out a dozen preliminary drawings 
on his sketch pad, trying to establish the proper composi¬ 
tion for the painting. Then he showed Lissa how he 
wanted her to pose. He made her practice sitting on the 
high stool that would be* in the painting, the jutting rock. 
She giggled a great deal and wriggled around, showing her 
calves and ankles occasionally* and made desperate at¬ 
tempts to achieve the proper facial expression. 

But all to no avail Shad threw up his hands in despair, 
"It'll take time,” he said. “Maybe I was too ambitious 

for us.” 
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"Maybe we need to become—more familiar with each 
other?” she pertly inquired. 

He snorted, "Sure, Don't mind me,” he said. 
While Shad worked the preliminary rough, he let her sit 

in short sessions of five minutes apiece. She tried again to 
endow her face with a quality of haunted desolation, but 
Shad finally had to admit to himself that she had no idea of 
what posing was all about, and that it would take a long 
time for him to teach her. 

“Let’s break for lunch," he said wearily. 
Tears sprang into her eyes. “You’re disappointed in 

me” she wailed. 
Shad did not bother to hide his frustration. Lissa un¬ 

dulated across the room and slid easily into his arms. She 
moved against him, ever so slightly. 

“I promise to make you forget,” she said in low tones. 

5 

They sat together, the man and the girl at the dining 
table just of! the galley, staring out through a ceiling-to- 
fioor glass window by the table. They watched the antics 
of the gulls as they wheeled and flapped above the spar¬ 
kling water of the cove. 

The alabaster whiteness of the shore and the black ebony 
of the twin promontories of rock jutting out on both sides 
of the beach formed a magnificent frame for the cobalt 

blue of the sea. 
Lissa broke a piece of toast viciously and abruptly an¬ 

nounced, “1 hate the smell of cows and horses,” 
Shad sniffed the air. “All I smell is kelp, barnacles and 

burned toast,” he protested, “Where do you get the barn¬ 
yard odors?” 

She laughed, **1 don’t, I was just thinking about it. Itfs 
the reason why 1 left Iowa ” 

“I thought Iowa was corn and cows. I remember the 
smell of com and slaughter houses. That’s Iowa to me.” 

“You’ve been there?” she asked, a little startled. 
He laughed, “I*ve been everywhere, Lissa* I spent a 
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slimmer in Iowa with a lovely farm girl* We used to take 
long walks together in the rain.” 

Lissa’s eyes clouded. “You and your girl friends.” 
“She had money/1 Shad said defensively* 
Lissa developed a distant expression* “I like to travel* 

too/1 she said, even her voice remote* “I had always wanted 
to come to New York to escape the small town I was bom 
in* Randolph, Iowa* 1 saved my money and i finally was 
able to buy a ticket to New York, Do you know why? Can 
you guess?” 

Shad nodded, “Sure,” he surmised, “Dreams of glory *, * 
dreams of money „ * . dreams of a rich man and a bed of 
silk,” 

She shook her head, “No,” she said, “The sea." 
Shad Crispin took a long look at the golden-haired girl. 

He wondered curiously when he would wake up from this 
strange sped* More than ever, he had a sense of other¬ 
worldliness emanating from the gestures he and the girl 
made and the thoughts they uttered. “The sea?" he re¬ 
peated, “What about it?" 

“I want to know the ocean," she blurted* 
Shad squinted at her, “You mean, some hometown boy 

ran off to sea just before you left, aod you wanted to follow 
him?" 

“No* In Iowa you don’t see water except when the 
Missouri floods* And that’s not the cool, salty sea," 

“Fve never seen the moon and Vm curious about it but I 
don't think Fd want to make the trip just to check up on 
the story of the green cheese." 

“I had to see the ocean," she went on* “I got off the 
tram at Grand Central Station and I put my bags in a 
locker and I walked right down 42nd Street toward the 
United Nations Building, and I catne to the ocean and I 
looked over the railing at the water, and 1 knew I was 
home," 

Shad growled, “But that’s not the ocean, that’s only the 
stinking East River,” 

“It was good enough for me, Shad, It was briny and it 
smelled of the sea, as I had always imagined it would 
smell* There were sea gulls and barges and tugboats, and 
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it was the most wonderful thing that had ever happened to 
me,” 

Shad shrugged, baffled, “I guess the only thing to say 
is that you're queer for the sea,” 

Lissa laughed. “Didn't you wonder how I beached my¬ 
self near you so mysteriously?” 

Shad divulged that he had wondered, and Lissa went on: 
“I was with a party of people from my office in the city 

and we had a clambake down on the beach a mile or so 
south of here* It was a nice, clean beach and I got out in 
the water and swam and swam. I don't know how to 
describe it but I floated and moved through the water as 
if I had always belonged there. It was if I had been trans¬ 
formed into some kind of sea animal. Did you ever feel 
like that in the water?” 

Shad frowned* “The water gets in my ears and I feel 
miserable. Sorry I can't agree*” 

Lissa leaned back in the chair, stretching deliciously, 
and continued, “I wish I could describe the sensation to 
you. Shad* There was the sky above me, blue and endless, 
and the sun was high in the heavens, with white clouds 
floating about above the earth, and there I was—buoyed 
up in an endless sea of cool water, 

I was free. I was detached completely from all worldly 
cares. There was no tomorrow * , , Suddenly I looked up, 
Shad, and I saw I had drifted far out. I tried to swim back 
but when I came near shore, I found it was the wrong one 
and I had to climb over rocks to make the beach. A sharp 
rock ripped my bathing suit. It was impossible for me to 
keep it on.” 

She laughed, her voice rich with amusement* “So I 
thought Fd better get back into the water—it would surely 
excuse my unmaidenly appearance* I swam and swam some 
more and then, suddenly, it was night, but I didn't care if 
I ever came to another shore or not. It was starry out and 
the moon was a sliver in the sky and the water was not too 
cold. It was then that I caught the lights in your studio and 
I took leisurely strokes into your sheltered cove. By then 
your lights had gone out and I knew you were in bed. I 
had no idea of what to do next but it was so quiet and 
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peaceful there that I covered myself over with warm sand 
and went to sleep. You’d be surprised to learn how com¬ 
fortable it is.” 

Shad shook his head, “Not for me, Lissa,” he said. 
“Sand would get in my eyes. May I say, offhand, yours is 
about the damnedest story I’ve heard in many a season.” 

“You came down and found me and here we are,1* 
“Shouldn’t you get in touch with your friends? Where 

you work? Where you live in New York? Won’t they 
worry?” 

She looked startled, “Maybe so, I hadn’t thought about 
that,” 

“Well, think about It.” 
She sighed. “I just don’t want to go back, Shad, Fm 

sick and tired of pounding a typewriter from morning til! 
night, taking orders from a rheumatic old phony who 
smells of onions and stale martinis, I want to stay here 
and pose for you. Shad.” 

Shad walked over to the end table for a box of cigarettes. 
He had the sensation of being in the midst of a fascinat¬ 

ing dream, of being unable to extricate himself from it by 
will power alone. And he felt that her story had been 
obviously invented, Lissa Cloud, he thought, was really a 
sea nymph. He had been instinctively right when he had 
thought of the sea nymph legend the first time he had seen 
Lissa. She was the sea nypmh who had been granted one 
day on earth. Tomorrow she would be gone and with her 
the dream-like quality of the cove, the atmosphere, the 
ocean itself. So there was no doubt in his mind that he 
had to put it all down on canvas. And yet, while he felt 
the terrible demand to seize a brush and work, he felt also 
the lethargy and paralysis of a sleepwalker who cannot 
wrench himself from the dream he is trapped in. 

Shad shrugged and heard himself murmuring, “Sure, kid. 
Stick around.” 

Lissa gave a triumphant smile. Shad thought he could 
detect just a shade of relief in her eyes, too. 

“What’s the matter, Shad?” she asked Mm, 
He took a breath, holding out the cigarette box to her. 

“Nothing, Lissa. Here, have a cigarette.” 
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Her eyes were wide and startled. “Oh, but I can't smoke. 
You know that!” 

He stared down at the cigarette in his hand. He flicked 
the match alive. She couldn’t smoke, he told himself, be¬ 
cause the smoke would kill her. She wasn’t equipped to 
breathe smoke. The gill slits ... 

“My asthma,” she went on, noticing the peculiar look 
on his face. “I thought I told you that. It’s from the Iowa 
cornfields. I never could stand smoking.” 

He looked up haggardly. “Yes, Lissa.” 
“I know just the thing for you,” she blurted. “You 

look a little peaked. Come with me.” 
He studied her briefly. “Where to?” _ ~ 

“We’ll go in swimming. That’s the cure for everything.” 
He stared at her a long time. Then he touched the tip 

of her chin with his fist. “Okay. I’ll go with you.” 

CHAPTER TWO 

1 

They walked to the edge of the waves. The sand sucked at 
their toes with a moist, smacking demand. With the grace 
of a dolphin, Lissa curved her body and dove into the 
waves without a ripple. Her head reappeared, her ejcs 
laughing, her mouth a red smear in the ocean’s green. She 
waved her hand. She turned and swam. 

He dived in after her, and the green and the sand swirl¬ 
ing in front of his eyes and the soundless world of water 
closed down around him. The bitter, acrid taste of brine 
crept into his nostrils and his throat. The water fondled 
his body, making his flesh tingle. He swam toward her. 

She finned fast and expertly and soon she was hallway 
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out to the ends of the twin rock capes. He tried to catch 
up with her but he did so only when she had stopped and 
turned to wait for him. When he came abreast of her he 
looked into her laughing face and saw in an instant that 
she had shed the bathing suit and had tied the two pieces 
around her wrist, 

“It's so much more natural this way,” she said, as if 
that simple explanation was sufficient. 

He grinned, “Fm comfortable the way I am,” 
“Sissy!” she cried, and splashed water at him. He 

reached out to grab her and duck her but she was gone in a 
flash. He tried to follow but she was too fast for him. She 
darted in and out like a fish. He treaded water, panting, 
laughing at her, 

“You’re a fish, Lissa, You’re not human!” 
She stopped suddenly, staring at him over the bobbing 

green sea. Her eyes were dark and serious. “Don’t joke 
with me,” 

He slapped water at her, “Who’s joking?” The water 
hit her face and she submerged to come up again two 
yards away, tauntingly. He followed, swimming under¬ 
water for a long time. 

The green tomb of the sea swirled about him, the dif¬ 
fused aquamarine sunlight above him shattered in millions 
of facets. He felt suddenly weightless, disembodied, at one 
with the sea. He knew he didn't have to surface at all. But 
then, struggling viciously,, he clawed his way to air. 
Breathing stentorously, he tread water. Shad saw Lissa’s 
face not far away, staring at him with a sardonic amuse¬ 
ment, 

“Ah? You felt it?” she called softly, 
“Felt what?” 
“The freedom. The detached mood. The mating with the 

sea,” 
“The hell,” he growled, “Let’s get back to shore. Fm 

hungry.” 
Rudely, he started for shore. She caught up with him 

effortlessly. She swam beside him, smiling. 
“You felt it, Shad. I know by the look on your face. 

You could become one with the sea yourself.” 
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“Shut up,” he said. There was something unearthly about 
the girl He felt it with penetrating foree now; He felt it 
with a twinge of fear. It was almost as if there were some¬ 
thing sinister, something evil about her insistence on be¬ 
ing in the water. It was almost as if she were trying to drive 
Mm down to the bottom of the deep. 

He swam with furious energy for the shore, and his legs 
churned up chaotic splashes of foam. Something close to 
panic seized him, something he had never before felt in 
the water. He pulled with powerful strokes, but the shore 
seemed to be receding. 

Beside him she laughed softly. "‘Shad, you swim won¬ 
derfully. You would be a fine fish yourself,” 

The spell was broken. The evil aura was gone. He looked 
toward her and he saw a golden girl, damp and vital and 
wonderfully weary, swimming along beside him, naked as 
the day of her birth and endowed with the most wonderful 
body in the world. And Shad realized suddenly that the 
girl was his for the asking. His alone. His for the taking. 
His for the love of it. 

And, perversely, he thought of Cyn Greer, 

2 

The sun sank in the west, but twilight lingered in the 
cove. The stars were out by the time Shad and Lissa had 
carried down the charcoal and the weenies and the buns 
and the mustard for the weenie bake. 

They sat in the still-warm sand while the night spread 
its black wings over them. Soon only the red glow of the 
coals lighted their faces, and cast dancing shadows along 
the glistening black facade of the cliff. 

The reddish glow changed Lissa’s golden eyes to a deep 
agate, bottomless as the ocean, and Shad marveled at the 
exotic beauty of her face reflected in the firelight. He could 
feel the strange pull of her magnetism, and within Mm an 
instinctive warning. It was not that he sensed a menace 
from her, but something otherworldly and that alerted Mm, 
But he was totally unprepared for her question, 
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“Shad,” she said, “did you ever swim in the Mediter¬ 
ranean?” 

Recovering from his surprise, he nodded. “Sure,” he 
said. “Near Naples. On Capri.” 

“What was it like on the bottom?” 
He stared at her blankly. “I never opened my eyes to 

see, Lissa. Should I have?” 
She looked down at the live coals in the scooped-out 

sand pit. “No, not necessarily. 1 just wondered if you 
might have." 

Shad shrugged. “Sorry.” 
Her voice was tantalizing, husky with emotion. “We 

could swim at night here, now, Shad. In the Sound.” 
He laughed, leaning back in the sand. “Fat chance. We’d 

freeze.” 
“Oh,” she said soMy. “Yes, of course." 
Shad looked across the coals at her and was surprised to 

see her eyes, timing as if they had the beginnings of tears 
in them. 

“Eat up your food,” Shad said gruffly after a long 
moment. “We’ll have the wine next.” 

“Wine!” she cried. “I never thought you drank wine 
at a weenie bake.” 

“This is a special kind of weenie bake,” Shad said. He 
pulled out a bottle wrapped in a wet cloth and broke the 
seal. 

They drank it in paper cups. “In Europe, Lissa, they 
say wine is blood. This is the kind of wine they drink in 
the little Spanish towns. For me, it’s like being back in 
Lisbon or Granada. I can smell the musty mouldering old 
buildings, the rancid stench of the village streets.” 

Lissa smiled. “It tastes bitter to me. Shad. 1 suppose 
that's because I’m so inexperienced.” 

Shad shook his head. “No. It is bitter. But wait.” 
The wine warmed him. Its glow spread through him 

like flowing blood. He thought of the Pyrenees and the 
rock-walled cities in the mountains, and the town plazas, 
and the shawled old women carrying wooden buckets for 
water, and he began in a low voice to describe the scenes 
to Lissa. 
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She listened and drank wine, and her eyes shone in 
the darkness* 

Hours later he glanced up and saw her face, roseate 
and aglow, suspended in the shimmering black night* He 
gave a start because her expression was so full of wonder 
and longing that he knew he could capture exactly what 
he wanted in the sea nymph picture if he could only 
teach her to pose exactly like this. 

It puzzled him for a moment that she should assume 
such an expression while he talked about Spain and Italy, 
But then he shrugged it off and glanced up at the stars, 

“It’s midnight, Lissa,” he said. “I've been wandering 
on like a fool. It's time for bed.” 

She nodded, childishly disappointed that it was all over, 
“I knew it wouid all end,” she spoke sadly. 

“There'll be more,” he assured her, “It could go on for 
ages.” 

She stared out into the black bowl of night. “Yes, 
Shad,” 

He tipped her chin toward him. “Let's go.” 
He led the girl up to the top level of the studio where 

the bedrooms were located. Lissa drew the room next 
to his. Since the two bedrooms adjoined, he showed her 
how to lock her own door and then he left her with 
a pleasant, wine-stimulated, mellow good night. 

As he left she peered at him through a slit of door, 
her lips wide and moist in a warm smile, her eyes sparkling 
with the magic of the wine. Sighing, he moved along to 
his own bedroom. As he entered he could hear her trying 
the door between the two rooms, and then he thought 
he heard the turn of the key in the lock. 

He grinned to himself and yawned. 
It had been a big day. 
He undressed and crawled into bed. He heard the 

sounds she was making in the room next to him. He heard 
her plainly as she pulled back the covers of the bed and 
moved a chair from the middle of the room. After a 
moment he heard her slip off the dungarees and drape 
them carefully over the back of the chair. She pulled off 
her tee shirt and laid it on top of the dungarees. 
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He imagined her standing there stark naked, stretching, 
perhaps, and he could see exactly ho%v she would look 
in the glow of a charcoal fire. He could see her golden 
skin alive and glittering in the crimson light. He saw the 
taut, pointed thrust of her breasts, the delicate, shapely 
flatness of her beUy and the sweep of her buttocks and her 
thighs as she stood erect and proud. 

The sound of her slipping into the borrowed pajamas 
interrupted his reverie. He heard the old bed creak in 
protest as she climbed m. After a moment of turning and 
adjusting, there was silence. He wished he were sleeping 
not quite so close to her. Her nearness distracted Ms mind 
from the sweet peace of sleep. 

Restlessly he turned over in bed, A light, relentless 
wind was coming up outside, A shutter on an oblong, 
tombstone-like window banged somewhere. Then the 
wind gave a violent stir, and the shutters banged more 
energetically. From downstairs came a sound as if some¬ 
one had dropped an object on the floor. Shad sat up in 
bed. But when he listened he could only hear the bowling 
of the wind and the creaking of the window casements 
and shutters. 

Stealthily, he put on his bathrobe and started down the 
stairs. There was no one at all in the work room. He 
glanced once at the canvas on the easel, noting in the dim 
moonlight the vague form of Lissa Cloud's sea nymph. 
Then be moved toward the stairway that spiraled down to 
E Gallery where he kept die paintings he had brought 
from Europe, 

The gallery door was closed. He paused, listening out¬ 
side at the paneling. His heart took a sudden leap and 
the blood pounded at his temples. He could hear the 
unmistakable sound of movement from within the room. 
He grasped the door knob with sweaty hand and pulled it 
open. There was a gasp. 

Soft moonlight fell on the pile of crates in the middle 
of the floor. Shad flicked a button and florescence brilli¬ 
antly overwhelmed her. 

To one side stood a terrified girl dressed in men’s 
pajamas much too big for her, Lissa’s golden eyes flooded 
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instantly with tears* She ran toward him, weeping freely, 
“I’m scared of the wind, Shad!'1 She pleaded, “I was 

trying to run away from the sound!” 
Shad nodded, holding her gently* “This is the natural 

place to come,” he said, Lissa apparently unaware of his 
covert sarcasm* She merely shuddered and pressed herself 
more closely to him. His blood beat heavily in response 
to her velvety flesh, 

*Txn sorry. Shad,” she said, tucking her face against 
his chest. 

He laughed, “I’m not," 
She wriggled out of his arms, turned and sat down on 

the edge of one of the packing crates, “You must think 
Fm a shameless hussy,” she said contritely* 

“Possibly.” 
“Maybe 1 came down to look at your paintings,” she 

suggested lightly. It was an abrupt change of tone, 
“By moonlight?” Shad raised an eyebrow-and-a-half. A 

smile gradually formed on her lips, “Maybe I wasn’t as 
scared as I thought I was,” 

Crispin made a small, indeterminate sound through his 
nose as he regarded his collection of Spanish nudes hang¬ 
ing on the walls. He had unpacked these shortly after he 
had moved in; they would comprise his first showing when 
the arrangements could be made. 

He grinned at her, “Do you like the nudes?” 
She pursed her lips, “They don’t seem to be my type/’ 

she objected. Then she laughed, 
“Come on back upstairs, Lissa/' he said, “The storm 

wili quiet down.” 
“When 1 was a child,” Lissa said shyly, “and I was 

frightened, I always used to crawl into bed with my 
mother,” 

“Do I remind you of your mother?” 
She tongue-tipped her lips, “No. I’d really be much 

happier with you.” 
“Oh?” 
She giggled. “You can be my father.” 
“Uh-huh.” 
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“Are you serious?” He gave her the benefit of the ques¬ 

tion. 
She blinked up at him. “I’m serious,” she said. 
“Come on, then.” They entered Shad’s room. 
He let her crawl into his bed. He followed suit. He 

turned out the light and they lay there listening to the 
•wind at the shutters. 

“It’s nice and warm here,” she said softly. 
“What was the idea of snooping around downstairs?” 
She turned to him, her ankles touching his. “Snooping?” 
“Yes, snooping. There’s no money around here for you.” 
She chuckled. He felt the warmth of her breath on his 

face. Her hand touched his arm lightly, 
“I was afraid of the wind.” 
“You’re not afraid of anything. Don’t try to con me.” 
He sensed her grinning. Her lips brushed his cheek. 
“1 lay in my room thinking about this,” she said. “I 

couldn’t figure out any other way to bring you around.” 
“Oh,” he said. 
Her small, tight breast brushed against his chest. She 

shivered. 
“Don’t you think I’m a desirable woman?” she asked 

suddenly, her voice trembling. 
He reached over and pulled her warm, pliant body 

next to his. She shuddered from head to foot, the breath 
hissing out of her. Her arms twined around him as if she 
were grabbing for straws in a murderous sea. 

“Funny,” Shad said suddenly, burying his face in her 
hair. “I’d swear you act like a virgin.” 

She wriggled excitingly in his arms. Her hard, taut 
nipples pushed into his chest. Her legs were cool and 
smooth on his. Blood hammered in his head. 

“Oh, but I am,” she said, languidly. 
There was a buzzing in his ears. “Ah.” 
“A virgin,” she said in his ear. “I am a virgin,” 
“I thought so,” he said. He reached over and picked 

her up bodily and lifted her from the bed. 
“What’s the matter. Shad?” she gasped. 
“You’re going to bed, kid—alone.” 
“But—” 
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She kicked and screamed and clawed at him, her 
dignity outraged. He swung across the room and pushed 
her door open. He threw her in her bed, pulled the covers 
over her and departed. He took the key out of her door. 

4T need this more than you, looks like,’' he said, and 
walked out. 

He turned the key in the lock as he heard her sobbing 
frustratedly in the big bed, alone, bewildered and hopping 
mad. He marched over to his own and crawled in. 

3 

Shad rolled over and tugged the covers around him. The 
wind banged the shutters, and Shad cursed. He cursed 
Lissa, he cursed the wind, he cursed the shutters, he cursed 
the sand, the beach, the waves and—most of all—he 
cursed himself. 

He was the chump of all chumps, he condemned him¬ 
self. He had had the miserable luck of having invited the 
only virgin in miles—he was sure—into bed with him. 

And, he went on thinking bitterly, he was probably 
the only male within the same number of miles who had 
enough scruples to have tossed her out again. 

Life was a burden. Shad Crispin mumbled to himself, 
as were its appurtenances: money, position and sex. 

A man spent half his life. Shad sneered, moulding him¬ 
self into what he thought he should be, and the other 
half of it trying to free himself from his self-imposed 
limita lions. 

Life was a trap, the artist litanized—a trap of morals, 
a trap of sex, a trap of conformity. 

Shad Crispin listened to the shutters flapping and the 
thunder rolling and he cursed himself to sleep . « . 

4 

But when Shad awoke, it was still night and he shivered 
in a cold sweat. He was alone. The sheets were soaked 
with perspiration. Outside his room the shutters kept 
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banging. And he had a grim foreboding that Lissa was 
not in her room. 

He thought of Gallery E, and growled. He churned 
himself to his feet and looked in her bedroom. She was 
not there. 

He pulled on his trousers and spun down the spiral 
stairway. 

The gallery was deserted. 
He took the stone steps two at a time and opened the 

oaken door to the beach. 
Then he saw her. He saw her standing out there in the 

dark, Lissa Cloud in dungarees and tee shirt. The golden 
girl was gazing out to sea and crying quietly to herself. 

He moved toward her* “Lissa,” he said, coming round 
to face her. 

She stared at him a long time, her eyes haunted and 
desperate, her mouth a slash of crimson, 

“Hello, Shad,” she whispered, 
“You’d better get inside or you 11 catch your death of 

cold,” Shad softly urged her. 
“Maybe death would be best,” she said melodrama¬ 

tically. 
Anger gripped him. He grabbed at her wrist and she 

cried in pain as his fingers bit into it. Frantically she 
jerked herself free and ran down the beach toward the 
water. 

“Lissa!” Shad yelled, “For God's sakes, what’s wrong 
with you?” 

But she only sobbed and ran stumbling into the water* 
Shad sprinted, Lissa* light on her feet, proved twice as 
swift as he in the shifting, sliding sand. He had but one 
chance to stop the girl and he took it: he flung himself 
after her in a long, hurtling arc, grasping her ankle with 
his hand, and brought her down face first in the wet, 
sucking surf. She breathed hard, crying. Shad crawled 
through the slipping foam toward her. She was exhausted, 
bitter in her defeat. She lay there, her face turned away, 
her body trembling in humiliation, 

“Honey,” he said softly. “Come back, don’t be a little 
fool. You’ll feel better in the morning.” 
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She said nothing. 
“Lissa,” Shad persisted* “Do you hear me?” 
“Go away!” she whimpered. “Leave me be.” 
Still keeping tight hold on her, Shad twisted to his knees 

and pulled her into a sitting position. She refused to turn 
her face toward him. 

“It's all an illusion,” Shad said softly. “You're dreaming 
this sea-nymph story, Lissa. It's not true.” 

“Let me go,” 
He shook her hard, “Only if you’!! promise me to 

forget this and come back to bed.” 
Her eyes were fixed on the sea. 
He pulled her to her feet, “We’re going upstairs.” 
Suddenly she was looking up at him, her features 

relaxed and smiling. “Of course. Shad,” she said. “I—I 
don’t know what came over me there for a moment/’ She 
watched him tenderly, yet cunningly. And Shad caught 
only the tenderness. 

His hand slid from her wrist to touch her shoulder 
blades: he would guide her toward the face of the cliff. 
“Go on ahead, Lissa,” he said, “I thought you’d come 
around/’ 

She laughed low in her throat and moved gracefully 
ahead of him. He watched the sliver of the moon etch 
her hair for a moment and then she was not there. She 
brushed around past him, an ethereal being, and he could 
hear her treading the sand on dainty feet. And next, in 
whispering sibilance, she splashed into the surf without 
raising a ripple. 

5 

Shad Crispin stood there stunned, for one full breath. 
Then he raced to the surf and saw the foam making little, 
luminescent bubbles around Lissa. She was curving 
through the water with speed and precision. 

The water lapped at his ankles. It would take more 
than an expert swimmer to catch up with her, Shad 
realized. It was of course at that moment that he visualized 
the possible solution, the outboard runabout My Cyn that 
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Cyn Greer kept moored m a small boat shed at the inter¬ 
section of the rock cliff and the southernmost cape of the 
cove. This runabout, gassed up and ready at all times, 
could certainly exceed, Shad knew, Lissa Cloud's swim¬ 
ming stroke, however demonic. In a matter of seconds 
Shad had reached the boat shed, cast off My Cyn*$ line and 
was heading the craft into the dark curving waves of the 
cove. 

He throttled down the outboard and moved out along 
the edge of the cape, avoiding the shoals near the swim¬ 
ming area. Then, cutting to the left about twenty feet out 
he cruised around scanning for signs of Lissa Cloud, Then 
when he sighted her dead ahead, bobbing up sharply in 
the midst of the combers, his runabout yawed and struck 
a comber on the bias. My Cyn almost turned turtle but 
Shad managed to puli her square into the next wave as 
he looked back for Lissa, Although still in view she had 
by now been carried far out to sea. He rammed down the 
throttle and circled, cutting her off from the open sea. 

“Lissa! For God's sake—5” he bellowed down at her. 
She compressed her lips and said nothing. 
“Get in this boat," Shad commanded, reaching out his 

hand, idling the outboard. As he leaned out, expecting her 
to take his hand, he sneezed suddenly, and he was aware 
for the first time that he was cold and wet and bone-tired. 

She thrashed in the water, twisting away from him. He 
grabbed her and yanked her in, bracing his foot against 
the gunwale of the runabout. She spluttered, fighting tiger- 
ishly. She jackknifed, craw-fished, dove, trying to split 
his grip. 

But he persisted in hauling her in toward him, and 
succeeded in ramming one of her arms into the runabout 
when she gave a vicious slap and slid out again. 

“Damn you, you little hellion I” he yelled and leaned 
out over the edge of the boat, grabbing with a lunging 
swipe at her hair. He tangled with it and jerked hard, 
lifting her out of the water. She howled with pain, slashing 
at him brutally with her fingernails. She drew blood but 
he hung on grimly, half of his torso slouched over the edge 
of the boat. 
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“You let me go, Shad!” she screeched. 
At last he hauled her slippery, water-logged body over 

the gunwale. She slumped down in the bottom of the run¬ 
about, the tee shirt clinging tightly to her breasts, the 
dungarees moulded to her hips and buttocks. 

The golden girl sat up, watching him warily. He turned 
and mashed down on the gas. The runabout started up 
and he arced her around, heading for the boat shed. He 
spread both hands on the wheel but despite the fact that 
he had become used to Lissa’s trickiness, he was totally 
unprepared when the girl arched her back and hurtled 
backwards toward the sea. 

Instinctively Shad released the wheel, rose and caught 
one of Lissa’s legs just before she hit the water. But this 
cost him his balance and he plunged with her into the 
deep, 

Down he sank into the greenish, damp blackness, churn¬ 
ing about endlessly. Then he began to rise and finally he 
floated to the surface where he gasped in a great sob of 
air, Lissa was swimming away from him. He reached out 
toward her, trying to cry out, but he had no wind. 

He dropped down again into the black world below, 
tasting salt. His ears rang. His eyes smarted. After what 
seemed an infinity, his somersaulting descent ceased and 
he started to rise once more. The bleak, dark water swirled 
past, the upward passage felt endless, but, miraculously, 
he broke out into the blackish blue world of air again. 
He clutched another agonizing gulp. 

Dimly, he made out the runabout and Lissa's gleaming 
wet head several yards off. His strokes, dogged and weary, 
could not prevent the distance from increasing between 
him and the runabout. 

Now the blackness into which he sank was neither cold 
nor unfriendly: the water felt soft and congenial. Shad 
could summon up no sense of care for how long he might 
remain submerged. He positively welcomed the darkness 
and the depths of lethe, home of decapod, plankton and 
crustacean. 

The last thought Shad had was: Vm home. 
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The next thing he knew his eyes were open. His feet 
seemed miles away. His head felt falteringly light. Some¬ 
body propped open his mouth and poured fiery molten 
liquid into it. The liquid burned his throat and his chest 
and it felt good. He saw the studio ceiling spin dizzily 
about hm, 

“You damned fool," Lissa grumbled. 
He squinted at her gratefully when she leaned down 

over him, her tee shirt dripping wet, her dungarees twisted 
and sandy. Her hair was plastered around her head and 
throat. She composed a vision of damp beauty and vitality* 

“You saved me” he said slowly. He sneezed* 
“I got the boat back, too, if that’s what you’re worried 

about," she assured him, staring at him craftily, “You’ve 
got a cold," she informed him, “so you’d better get in 
bed." 

“Love to," he sighed, 
“You don’t look so good.” 
“1 don’t feel so good. Maybe pneumonia,” 
Hell, how can you keep healthy pursuing a sea 

nymph? 
“You’re a damned fool. As I said,” 
His head rocked. His stomach turned queasy, giving 

him the sensation of a tide ebbing and Hooding simul¬ 
taneously. 

She grinned. “Come on, off to bed with you.” 
Half hobbling, half staggering. Shad made it up the 

stairs with Lissa’s help and flopped onto his bed. “What 
set you off Eke that, Lissa?" he asked. “Why did you 
swim out?” 

Her golden eyes studied him seriously, “Later, maybe, 
Shad,” she temporized. “Not now.” She pulled the blan¬ 
kets around him and tucked them in, efficient as a day 
nurse. 

“Thanks, kid," Shad murmured, “You know, my old 
man always did tell me to look out for water, said it was 
a damned dangerous thing," 
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She laughed. “Go to sleep, Shad*” 
She patted him on the forehead, and his eyelids banked. 

The room tilted and looped and Shad whirled down into a 
nightmarish sleep. 

7 

No more than a few seconds seemed to elapse before 
Shad emerged from his troubled coma. He shook his 
head. Then he heard the sounds of ripping and tearing. 
Apparently, the sounds emanated from—the Gallery? He 
wondered anxiously. 

Wearily, he pulled the covers from his chest and eyed 
the window, A gray dawn sagged outside, bleak and dull¬ 
ing, Shad tried to stand, and it was with the utmost 
difficulty that he propped himself upright. Finally he 
tottered to the door. Opening it, he listened. Now he 
could hear distinctly the slashing of cloth and the smashing 
of wood. 

Shad moved softly, torturously, down the stairs, leaning 
against the walls for support. The walls wobbled about 
him but he kept going. The sounds were definitely being 
made in the Gallery, 

He paused outside the door. Someone was in there 
ripping canvas, A chill shook him, rippling from his fever 
and his sudden realization of what was happening. He 
pushed open the door* 

With a horrified, maddened cry, he leaped into the 
room. He stared about him, wild-eyed, his bathrobe gap¬ 
ing, his head whining in vertigo. The room was a shambles* 
Shredded pieces of canvas lay scattered about the floor* 
Not one painting had been left intact on the walls. The 
packing crates were strewn about in the rubbish, battered 
and broken, too. Splintered wood, lacerated cloth and 
bright, smeared colors of paints comprised the chaos. A 
terrible, stark silence had overtaken the Gallery, 

Shad lurched around to stare into the frightened face of 
Lissa Cloud. Her golden eyes were lunatic now, crafty 
and calculating. The girl shattered the dead silence at last 
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with a savage cry of horror and bolted the Gallery, shoving 
aside Shad Crispin as if he were a bowling pin. 

For a moment the room shifted before the artist’s sight. 
He stiffened his spine and steadied himself. The emptiness 
in the man left by the horror of the ruined pictures now 
was filled with a mixture of rage and grief, and he swept 
around and plunged through the doorway after the girl. 
He could hear her footsteps echoing from the corkscrew 
stairwell. 

He ran stumbling down the twisting steps, bracing him¬ 
self intermittently against the damp, curving walls until 
he had followed the golden girl through the jaws of the 
tunnel to the cold beach. Once again she stabbed into the 
surf with a shriek, and Shad could see her strong arms 
hauling her along through the murky, choppy early morn¬ 
ing water. 

The painter stared dully after the receding swimmer 
until at last she rounded the capes and vanished. Then he 
dragged himself back to the gallery where the ruins of his 
months of intensive labor lay. 

Exhausted, be shook his head. “For God’s sakes,” he 
whispered. “1 must be going crazy. Why would she do it?” 

He let his eyes rove about dumbly. But what, his mind 
shrugged, was his point now in remaining conscious? He 
lifted an incredibly heavy arm and switched off the light. 
Near collapse, Shad all but crawled up the stairs to his 
room where he leaned on thin air and fell into his bed. 
A raging holocaust of fever and pain and utter weariness 
consumed him. 

His world blacked out 
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CHAPTER THREE 

1 

Four days later Shad Crispin recovered sufficiently to 
damp downstairs to his workroom. 

The first thing he saw was Ran Boswell, Ms agent, seated 
in a yellow sling chair and drinking an Old Fashioned 
while distastefully watching the sea gulls deposit birdlime 
on the cement walls outside. 

Two days before, Ran Boswell had stumbled m on 
Shad’s place late in the morning. When he had banged 
on the door and failed to arouse anyone, he had broken 
in and found Shad upstairs lying in bed with a raging 
fever. 

Ran had immediately called the best doctor in Sea- 
haven, the next village down, and the doctor had rushed 
over to examine Shad, The doctor had muttered something 
about the old-fashioned grippe, had dispensed a quantity 
of expensive mold drugs, and had thereupon returned to 
Seahaven. 

Today, Shad Crispin had decided to see how much of 
the day’s routine he could accomplish. 

Ran Boswell was a short, fat-nosed man whose decep¬ 
tively mild, blue eyes seemed unrelated to the enormous 
worry wrinkles in Ms forehead. All he worried about, 
really, was money. But that worry was ample enough to 
compensate for his indifference elsewhere. 

He had pink hair, fiat ears and a baby’s mouth, and he 
was rumored to be the shrewdest brain in the painting 
business. 

At least, so Cyn Greer had said She had introduced 
Shad to Ran. 
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Ran Boswell was sipping the last of his Old Fashioned 
as Shad Crispin tottered in ghost-white, hollow-eyed, and 
sunken-cheeked, 

“Shad,5® Ran Boswell called out cheerily. “Thought you 
had died,” 

“Didn't quite make it,” Shad whispered hoarsely* “God 
knows, I tried,” 

Ran Boswell grinned lightly. “I’ve seen corpses that 
looked worse than you, baby, but that’s all What hit you, 
a bulldozer?” 

“I got la grippe,” 
“La grippe, hell,” Ran snorted. “You got la bats in the 

belfry, baby.” 
Shad frowned. 
Ran went on without a pause. “Who tore up all those 

Spanish nudes of yours? We were going to put them on 
show. Tearing them up is no way to make money,” 

Shad studied Ran’s pudgy face, his wrinkled brow. 
“Well, it’s going to be hard for you to believe, but it was 
a girl named Lissa Cloud,” 

Ran’s brows shot up, “Come again?” 
“Lissa Cloud. She says she’s from Iowa. But I wonder ” 
Ran Boswell frowned, “Me, too.” And he leaned for¬ 

ward in his chair to pull out a small package of pipe to¬ 
bacco from his shirt pocket. Reaching in his pants pocket 
he pulled out a pipe, stuck it in his mouth and loaded it 
with tobacco. While he tamped down the weed and fid¬ 
dled with it in the manner of an inveterate pipesmoker, 
he kept on talking. The pipe seemed about as appropriate 
to him as a baseball bat in the hands of a one-year-old 
toddler. 

“Now let’s have it, Shad, boy,” his tone a no-nonsense 
one, “what in hell happened to those paintings down- 
stairs?” 

After Shad had finished his strange tale, Ran Boswell 
puffed on his pipe, simulated great cerebral activity and 
then announced, “Bats in the bell tower. Shad. You. 
Really, You’ve been out here so long by yourself, working, 
that you dreamed up that wench. Where else but out of 
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your imagination could you get such a cooperative young 
thing?*’ 

Shad’s eyes narrowed, "But why?” 
Ran pointed his pipe stem at Shad, "You invented her 

to cover up who actually destroyed those Spanish nudes.” 
Shad frowned* "And who was that?” 
"You.” 
Shad burst out laughing, "Be serious, Rani” 
“Oh, but I am, baby* I’m not kidding. Look at the 

facts. One: you’re tired, rundown- Two: you hate all the 
work you’ve put in on those pictures* Three: you want to 
get rid of them because you don’t feel they’re the best you 
can do, a common artistic failing- Right?” 

Shad shrugged. "Maybe* But I didn’t imagine that girl. 
She was real*” 

Ran stared down at the bowl of his pipe as it simmered 
and sizzled* 

“She climbs in bed,” he recited* "She wants to pose in 
the nude* It doesn’t sound real to me, baby* I never had 
any dames forcing their naked intentions on me that way 
beneath the sheets. Shad*” 

"Okay, okay. So you’re not glamorous,” Shad grum- 
bled distantly. 

"Of course,” Ran went on, staring out the tombstone 
window morosely, “you’ve got that fatal charm. But it all 
does seem just a little unusual to me.” He puffed gloomily 
on his pipe, and added, "And now you’ve got twenty 
ripped-up pictures.” 

"So I’ll paint some more,” Shad countered. 
“Not until after you shake that miserable grippe you’ve 

got. And see a psychiatrist, or something,” Ran said, fix¬ 
ing his mild, blue eyes on Shad* "I’m convinced the whole 
thing came out of that fevered mind of yours*” 

Shad frowned, pondering if it were possible that Lissa 
might have been a figment of his imagination. No, he de¬ 
cided, that was highly unlikely* She had been as solidly 
sensual as Shad himself* 

And yet, of course, the artist’s thoughts went on, me¬ 
andering, there was that dream-like feeling of never-never 
that hung over the whole Lissa Cloud incident. Her beau- 
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tiful body ... her golden hair and eyes . . . their swim in 
the ocean ... the chase in the water . . . the wine on the 
sand . . . the coffee by candlelight ... the moments in 
bed. The whole experience had been like some bubble of 
life glimpsed through the bottom of a colored fishbowl. 

Still, Shad was compelled to admit, one important point 
lent credence to Ran Boswell’s dream theory. During com¬ 
bat in Korea, Shad had suffered blackouts and amnesia 
spells. He had retreated in one session into a land of fancy 
where no war, no bombs, no air raids, no screams and no 
stench of rotting corpses spoiled the senses. . . . 

But now Crispin shook his head vigorously and snorted, 
“Oh, go lay a square egg, Ran. You’re the one that’s 
crazy, not me.” 

Ran heaved himself to his feet, hands in pockets. He 
chewed on his pipe stem. “I’ll go up to the Greer mansion 
in Seahaven and tell Cynthia she better get down here and 
keep you company, Shad. You need the feminine touch. 
And I mean by a real dame.” 

Shad Crispin belched. 
“Look, my Renaissance baby,” Ran puffed, “if I had 

a broad like Cynthia Greer hot for me and panting on my 
tail the way you have. I’d have her wedded and bedded 
in the time it would take you to yank out a fresh Kleenex. 
I’m damned if I know what’s wrong with you.” 

“Well, why the hell don’t you go ahead and take her?” 
Shad fumed. “All it’s got to be for her is a man.” 

“I haven’t got the right accent, Shad. I can’t lisp culture. 
But you, you’re a natural. She’d love to have an artist 
hanging around her. It would add prestige to that leaning 
tower of greenbacks.” 

“1 thought you said you were leaving,” Shad said. “I 
don’t hear the receding patter of those dainty number 
twelves.” 

Ran Boswell grinned and waved the pipe at Shad. 
“Sleep tight, baby ” he laughed. “Get well quick. I 

think Cynthia has just the formula you need. And it isn’t 
sour cream.” 
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2 

Shad Crispin had met Cyn Greer about three months be¬ 
fore on a flat bouider overlooking the big lake in Central 
Park, New York* He had had his easel set up and had 
been painting the skyline and clouds over the lake when 
someone had approached him from behind and stared at 
him a long time* 

He had already chased away a half dozen people with 
his bored, silent, indifference, but this character would not 
shake* Shad had not even looked over his shoulder* But 
it had been obvious from the artist’s manner that he had 
been negatively impressed by whomever it was* 

“Do you belong to any particular school?” a voice had 
asked him, finally, after a five-minute silence* It had been 
a woman’s voice, soft and low, and just a shade over-cul¬ 
tured like an unmatched pearl* 

He had shaken his head* “Lady,” he had said causti¬ 
cally, “I flunked them all.” 

That had not stopped her* She had continued watching 
as he had flicked paint on the canvas and had delineated 
the edge of a cloud* 

“Do you confine yourself to landscapes?” the voice had 
inquired again, curiously* 

He had shaken his head “I confine myself to the can¬ 
vas,” he had said, bitingly* He had still not turned around. 
“Which is more than I can say for some people*” 

She had laughed* “YouTe just like a grouchy, old bear. 
You know that?” 

At that. Shad Crispin had wheeled, his face turning red, 
his hand trembling with anger. “For God's sakes, can’t 
you let me be? Do you have kibitzers around when you 
put on your lipstick? Or trim those eyebrows?” 

She had stared at him stonily* He had seen, then, with 
some astonishment, what a really beautiful woman had 
been speaking to him. She had been dressed simply but 
magnificently. 

She had laughed, swallowing his insults easily* “I like 
to watch a man who knows what he is doing,” she had 
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said, “It’s like the sidewalk superintendents overseeing the 
steam shovels and the cranes. I happen to be queer lor 
painters.** 

He had had to grin at her intelligence, wit and air of 
control, 

“Sit down, kid,” he had said, finally, and had resumed 
his work. 

“Kid,” she had said in his ear, “Fm old enough to be 
your paramour.” 

He had laughed out loud, “But kibitzing’s more fun, 
huh?” he had suggested, and he had glanced into her eyes. 

She had steadily watched him, her lips opening slightly. 
He had been able to feel his own pulse race a bit. 
He had observed the velvety white skin of her throat 
and bosom, rounded and rising out of her summer dress 
and he had dwelt on the flawless complexion, the trim 
hips and the long slender legs. 

“With you, Fm not so sure about merely kibitzing,” she 
had said, “I might like to get involved.” 

He had painted a moment in silence. 
“You’re cute,” she had said, helplessly. 
A lopsided grin had formed on his mouth. “I kind of 

like the way you fill out your dress myself,” Shad had 
allowed. 

“Then maybe my proposition won’t annoy you.*’ 
“Fd never be annoyed by a proposition from someone 

like you.” 
“I want you to paint my portrait” 
His eyes had twinkled, “I confine myself to nudes,” 
Her face had altered to pink, 
“But maybe,” he had gone on quickly, “I could try 

something now for once.** 
“If you do, FU pay you well,” she had said softly. 
He had nodded suddenly, impulsively, and had pulled 

out a cigarette pack to offer her one. She had taken it. 
They had both lit up and smoked a minute. 

“It*s a deal,” he had said. And then he had frowned. 
“Haven’t I seen you around somewhere? Down in the 
Village?” he had asked. 

“Sure,** she had said softly. “I five the next street over 

40 



from you. 1 tracked you up here, if you want the truth. 
On that dismal, smelly subway/1 

“My God/1 he had sighed, “So that's the way it was/' 
“That's the way," she had smiled at him, *4I collect 

things.11 
“You look like you’ve got plenty of the stuff oi which 

collections are made/1 
“I have/1 she had purred. ‘Tm beginning a new one 

right now/’ 
“What kind of collection?*1 he had asked, somewhat 

stupidly. 
“Artists/* she had grinned. “Or should I say, artist?” 
He had shrugged and had let it go at that. 
In one week he had moved into her Village apartment. 

Four days after that she had installed him in the studio 
at Seahaven, Connecticut, Two days later he had finished 
his first portrait of her, and she had appropriated a large 
Shad Crispin landscape of Toledo for her own, and had 
set up the new Shad Crispin Refuge especially for him— 
fenced off from all the annoying hustle and bustle of life. 

The studio had turned out to be a haven for creation 
and dreaming. The rest of his time Shad had spent trying 
to make up his mind about what he should do with Cyn 
Greer. Should he marry her or get off the pot? 

This had been proving a tough question to decide. 
And now, recuperating from his illness, he still did not 

have a glimmer of an idea of how he would go about mak¬ 
ing a decision. 

3 

Cyn Greer appeared early in the afternoon of the day 
following the visit of Ran Boswell, 

By that time Shad had moved himself down from the 
bedroom to the work room and was trying to shift himself 
up and about so that he could drag himself out to the 
beach and soak up sunshine and Vitamin D, 

He had spent the morning sitting on the punee, a kind 
of backless and armless couch with bolsters, alternately 
pulling Kleenexes from the box beside him and drinking 
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canned grapefruit juice from the refrigerator. He had to 
concede he was one hell of a mess; but then, who looked 
even quaint after a losing bout with la grippe? 

Cyn Greer, on the other hand, belonged to the here and 
now. She wore a purple cotton dress slashed by an orange 
scarf. Golden bangles flashed her wrists, and golden ear¬ 
rings slanged her ears. Surely, Shad knew, hers were 
a simple dress and a scarf, but the ensemble must have 
cost her two hundred dollars if it had cost her a cent 
In it she made radiance more beautiful then ever, filliped 
as it was by the hard, dark nipples of her breasts quite 
plainly boring through the cotton fabric and the gossamer 
texture of the expensive slip beneath. Since, Shad con¬ 
sidered, the girl was so obviously prepared for combat, he 
would gird his own loins accordingly, grippe or no grippe. 
But this did not prevent him from continuing his survey 
of the Greer topography. Close up, her eyes were an un¬ 
believable shade of dark blue, verging on black. Her milk- 
white skin was startling under jet black hair. The slight, 
quizzical smile she wore habitually on her red, sulky lips 
never questioned the fact that she was an unforgettable 
beauty. 

"Shad,” she said, studying him with tender possessive¬ 
ness, "I hear you’ve been sick.” 

Shad licked his lips. "Still am,” he said. “Grippe.” 
She leaned toward him, offering her mouth. "Infect me,” 

she said infectiously. 
He kissed her, and it was good, as it always was, and he 

drew her down on the punee. She slid against him, unpro¬ 
testing, and her body yielded to his. Her tight breasts 
pressed in to him. He smelled the scent of her body and 
her hair. Her hands climbed up his shoulders and his 
back. He felt the familiar stirrings in him. Finally, re¬ 
luctantly, she drew her mouth away and leaned back to 
stare at him languidly. Her hand trickled down his chest. 

“My first kiss,” she whispered ecstatically, laughter 
licking at her eyes. 

Shad grinned. Cyn Greer had always been piquant. 
“YouVe been naughty, Shad,” she said pensively, “Ran 
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tells use you’ve been very busy while I’ve been neglecting 

you.” 
“Cyn, I’ve been sick.” 
Her smile warmed. “Sure you have. I hear you’ve been 

dreaming up women. Like a real nutnik.” 
She turned and nestled her head in his lap. She stretched 

out on the punee, legs and thighs tautly outlined by the 
twisted dress. Her breasts, as she breathed, moved slowly 
and rhythmically. She felt his pulse beating faster. 

“See, Shad?” she rhetorically inquired. “You have un¬ 
doubtedly missed me.” 

His hands skipped down her flesh. Tightness claimed 
his throat, dryness flecked his nose, and blood burdened 
his body. 

"Cyn,” he said, “I woke up one day to kiss you good 
morning and demand my coffee, and all 1 got was an 
earful of silence. I saw your empty pillow. You were 
gone.” 

“Miss me?” 
“Hell, yes,” he laughed. “I had to make my own coffee.” 
She giggled, casting her head back, displaying the long 

whiteness of her throat. “Always have the joke for me, 
haven't you, Lover Boy?” she managed to comment. She 
braced herself on her palms, and the arch of her back 
played her breasts against the thin dress. He wanted to 
touch them, and bring them melting into the old, silken 
softness under his fingertips. 

“I was very big in Barcelona,” Shad said. 
She moved closer, her mouth inches from his ear. 
“You've tried hard enough to forget me,” she whis¬ 

pered, toying with his earlobe. “You’ve worked yourself 
almost to death here without me, and you’ve dreamed up 
a phantom girl to take my place.” 

Shad stared at her glumly. 
“So now l think it’s high time I came back,” she went 

on, pushing her lips to a pout. “Before you really turn 
into a kookie.” 

She laughed longingly and watched him along her dark 
lashes out of those midnight blue eyes. 

He took her and kissed her. He felt the stabbing point 
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of her fiery tongue in his mouth. He heard her moan 
slightly to herself. Momentarily, he disengaged. 

“Maybe it is time you came back, Cyn,” he admitted. 
“Maybe this time we'll make that beautiful music to¬ 
gether.” 

She smiled, watching him familiarly, knowingly. She 
sighed sadly. “No, Shad. You’ll send me packing, as al¬ 
ways. And I’ll go the way I always have and FU cry my 
eyes out somewhere and FU wait for you to hunt me down 
but you’ll never come. It’ll be me again who comes crawl¬ 
ing back to you.” Her eyes clouded, “Why will it always 
be that way so long as the earth turns?” 

“I don’t know,” he said helplessly, cupping her face in 

his hands. “I just don’t know.” 
She slumped against him. Her words were wrenched 

from her in pain and despair. “In my arms you’re mine, 
forever,” she said. “But once out of my sight you hate 
me. You know it’s true, Shad. Why?” 

“I don’t know,” he said. And he took her face in his 
hands and kissed her gently and tenderly on the mouth. 
She lay back in his arms and her black hair streamed down 

toward the floor. Her eyes narrowed languidly, a flood of 

adrenalin widening the pupils. Her dress and her slip 

sloughed to the floor, and the warmth and the odor of her 

languorous flesh filled his nostrils. 

And it was the way it al ways was with the two of them, 

the eyes shut and the pulses slamming and nothing in the 

world but the nearness and the enveloping oneness. There 

were the murmurings and the gentleness and the floating 

motions. 

There was tension. And straining. And at last release, 

followed by the great calm of satiation. 

4 

Afterward, Cyn Greer and Shad Crispin lay on the 

punee smoking cigarettes and listening to the sound of 

the sea beating at the sand and the rocks . . . 

Shad sighed and glanced at Cyn’s spent body. He 
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grinned suddenly. "The earth moved, Cyut” he said* “Did 

the earth move for you?” 
“Oh, shut up,” she said, rather stuporously. “Fve read 

Hemingway. Don’t try to be so damned comical. Every¬ 
thing is always so simple and logical and real when weTe 
together, Shad, and then you have to go blasting it to bits 
with some corny crack like that,” 

He watched her with amusement. “I know all that, Cyn, 
But did the earth move? Were there bells?” 

Angry now, she replied with vehemence, "Is it always 
a joke with you? Don't I make love the way you want it? 
Why do you always have to make a big yock out of it?” 

“Actually,” he said, somewhat abashed, “you're the best 
of all, Cyn.” That was true—that moment, anyway. “But, 
Cyn,” he could not help himself from insisting, “the earth 
moved,” 

The girl bunched her little fists furiously. “What is it 
that you’re after?” she flung at him, “What is it that makes 
you run from me to some other woman, to some other 
world? Why don’t you stay? Because, no matter how hard 
you try not to, you always come back.’1 

The artist blew smoke in the air and put a hand across 
her naked breasts. “I know I always come back. I don’t 
know why I go,” 

Her blueblack eyes searched him intently, “Is it because 
I’m not a virgin. Shad? Is it because you think you need 
a virgin for a wife?” 

“Oh, hell no!” he snapped. His approach of levity dis¬ 
dained, he knew now there would be another knockdown, 
drag-out fight. “Don’t be ridiculous,” he sighed reluctantly. 

“But why was it you created a virgin to take my place?” 
she asked quietly, turning to him and touching his mouth 

with her finger, 
“Oh, for God’s sake!” he snorted, “I didn’t create her* 

She was as alive as you are,” 
Her lips curved into that quizzical expression again, 

“Shad,” she said firmly, “you destroyed those oil paint¬ 
ings yourself, and used that elaborate dream girl to hide 
the fact from your conscious mind.” 

“Now look, Cyn—■” 
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Cyn snapped her finger, “Listen to me,” she said. “A! 
of a sudden you come to your senses sitting in the middle 
of your gallery, surrounded by broken frames and ripped 
canvases. You've torn them up while you were feverish* 
but you don’t want to know about it. Your brain instan¬ 
taneously fabricates an elaborate story complete with vir¬ 
ginal sea nymph, and hands that to you for the truth. In 
your abnormal state you believe it. And now you’re try¬ 
ing to palm it off on us. Me, in particular,” 

Shad snubbed out the cigarette on the floor, “Good 
God, what a mind you have.” 

“What Fm curious about,” she said moodily, “is why did 
the girl have to be a virgin? Is that what you really want 
in a woman? Is that why I don't measure up?” 

“You know damned well you measure up, Cyn!” 
41 What is it then, Shad, my money?” she blazed. 
“Fd feel like a pet monkey on a string, Cyn! Can't you 

see? Fd be nothing more than a stooge, a symbol,” But 
even as Shad spoke the words, he knew they were not the 
complete truth. And, when he was through, a tear slid out 
of her eye and down her cheek. 

“All right,” she said, “I deserved that. I shouldn’t have 
brought it up again. We always go through the same thing 
every time wc see each other.” 

Shad stared down ai the floor. “Fm sorry, Cyn,” 
“No, I did it. Stupid me.” Her tear-stained eyes, like 

cornflowers in the rain, turned to him. “And it isn't the 
real truth anyway* is it, Shad?” 

Shad thought about it again, as he had hundreds of 
times before. He could never see the real reason he could 
not marry her. The money probably had nothing to do 
with his resistance to marriage. But he did not know what 
did. 

‘Tf you say so, Cyn,” he said quietly, 
“Then what is the real reason, Shad?” she cried. 
“I don’t know,” he shouted, angrily standing up. “I 

don’t know! I don’t know!” 

The tears flowed down her cheeks to her naked, full 
breasts. Her hair hung down over her pale, white face. 
She lay face down on the sofa, her body shaking with sobs. 
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Shad went to the window, slipping his shirt on as he 
did so. He stood watching the gulls swooping and diving 

for fish, 
“Cyn,” he said abruptly, wheeling, his eyes alight. 
She looked up. She was wearily buttoning her dress. 

“Yes, my darling Shad?’1 she said bitingly. 
“If I can prove to you Lissa was a real flesfa-and-blood 

girl, will you believe l’m not making up things out of my 

head?*’ 
Cyn tried to smile. “I suppose so. Shad,” she said in a 

little voice. 
He took her by the hand and led her to the little closet 

off the studio room. He flung it open and peered inside. 
“Paintings,” Cyn said, and squeezed his hand, “So?” 
“I painted her—Lissa—as the sea nymph, didn’t I?” 

“You say you did,” 
“I did.” He leaned forward. Her body pressed close to 

his, “I’ll show you what she looks like and then you’ll 

have to believe she was here,” 
“Unless you made her up out of thin air,” Cyn shrugged. 
“You know damned well I always work from models.” 
“Okay ” she said. “Where’s the picture?” 

“Right here.” 
Shad leaned forward, yanking the canvases from the 

darkened recess. He flipped through them one by one. 
Then he went through them again. He turned, puzzled. 

Cyn was smiling at him enigmatically. 
“Well?” she murmured, 
“The downstairs room,” he said, and he trundled her 

along to the store room off E Gallery, Shad rummaged 
through all the oils he had there but he could not find it, 

Cyn entwined her arms about him, “Don’t worry, Shad,” 
she comforted. “You’ll really be all right. We’ll fix up 
your broken and bleeding psyche,” 

“But I’m sure she was here, Cyn!” 
Shad was aghast. Lissa was real, be told himself. She 

had to be real. Otherwise, what was happening to his mind? 
He had never been confused by the difference between 
reality and fantasy before—except in that time during 
combat. But that had been a traumatic experience, and 
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he had been cured of it. He had been warned, of course, 
that the reality-fantasy confusion might recur, but. . . . 
Could he now be actually sliding into the twilight world 
of schizophrenia? he tremblingly asked himself. 

Cyn spread her hands. “Where is the painting?” 
Shad shook his head, sick. He believed, now, that no 

sea-nymph painting existed. He had dreamed up the whole 
thing out of his tormented, fevered brain. 

And Lissa Cloud herself, Shad realized, had been but a 
dream. Her ripe, golden body, taut to the bursting, crying 
to be taken, had only been a projection of his wish-ful¬ 
fillment mechanism. Her virginity and her improbable 
name had both been products of his imagination. 

With a terrified groan, Shad locked arms around Cyn 
and kissed her savagely to blot out the hideous truth that 
had descended on him. 

She kissed his ear and stroked his neck. Her midnight 
blue eyes sparkled. Her mouth curved into a rich, joyful 
smile. Her body tingled where he touched her. Her mouth 
parted and her eyes closed slumbrously. 

J 

Not a day had passed before Ran Boswell strutted into 
Shad’s work room with a fiery glint in his blue eyes. Ran 
sat down smugly, fished out his pipe, and attacked with 
his usual lack of finesse. 

“Well, baby.” the agent said, “it’s all set. Lean back, 
relax, and well wait for the returns to come in.” 

“What is all this?” Shad managed some graciousness. 
Ran flicked a little calling card at Shad. “Here’s his 

name.” 

“Amos Jewel Tenny ” Shad read. “What does he 
want?” he asked, “a luscious nude?” 

“Look closer, baby,” 

Shad did so. “Appointments nine to five weekdays,” he 
read further. Then two words in the other corner caught 
his eye. “Consulting psychiatrist,” the artist muttered the 
appendix. 

Ran leaned forward. “You’ve got an appointment Fri- 
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day at three p.m. We’re going to sew that lid back on 
your skull or know the reason why.” 

Shad handed back the card. “No thanks, Ran.” 
Ran smiled. "It’s ail the rage, baby," he said encour- 

agingty* 
“Tell Dr. Tenny he can shove it," 
“I talked it over with Cyn. She thinks it’s a peacherino 

of an idea.” , 
“Sure, she’s paid him to deliver me right into her big 

double bed. I’m not going—either to her big double bed 
or to the skull-scooper. There’s nothing wrong with me.” 

Ran Boswell rose to pace up and down the studio, 
putting energetic ciouds of smoke into the air around his 

head. 
“Shad, that Lissa Cloud wasn’t here! How can anyone 

get to the beach except from the Sound? And how is that 
possible without a craft of some kind? Have you thought 
about that?” 

Shad frowned. “What in hell do you mean?” he 

grumbled. 
“She could not have reached the beach unless she was 

a mermaid,” Ran Boswell said, with an impish grin half 
hidden behind his pipe. 

“A mermaid,” mused Shad. 
Ran beckoned with his finger and moved across the 

studio past the gallery toward the side door. 
“Come with me,” he directed. 
Shad amusedly complied. 
They walked out of the studio and into the sunlight 

Leaves rustled in the maple trees screening the studio from 
the highway down the hill inland. 

“Look,” said Ran Boswell, pointing with his pipe 
toward the snaking ribbon of macadam in the distance. 

Shad squinted. He could see the glistening strands of 
the huge double-height hurricane fence that had been 
erected around the studio property to keep trespassers 
from swarming over the area and trying td make a public 
beach out of Cyn Greer’s sheltered cove. Ran was pointing 
to the gate where his ear stood. 

“I see it—you mean the fence gate.” 
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“It’s kept locked all the time*” Ran said* like a teacher 
repeating the multiplication tables to a third-grade child* 

“Right.” 
“And it can only be opened by someone with a key. Cyn 

Greer has one. I have another,” 
“Hell* what is this?” Shad groused, “the third degree? 

You know damned well what the set-up is.” 
“Okay,” Ran Boswell said, and waved his pipe in the 

direction of the village of Seahaven to the south. Through 
the maple trees, shimmering in the sunlight. Shad could see 
only the tips of the town which lay inland from the curve 
of sand where dots of saUmg vessels gleamed whitely in 
the sun. 

“Think about it,” Ran said. “There’s the town and 
there’s the cape south of the studio-running out a half 
mile into the Sound, It’s solid rock, thirty feet high, at 
least, and in some places higher. No one’s going to climb 
over that. And the hurricane fence carries all the way 
to the cliff. No one can get over the top.” 

“So?” Shad said, 
“So no girl’s going to climb over. Especially one with¬ 

out a stitch of clothing on. Hell, she would be tickled 
silly!” 

“But think about her own story. Ran,” Shad protested. 
“She was swimming and went to sleep. She drifted out, 
and swam in.” 

Ran snorted. “I hope you didn’t fall for that,” he dis¬ 
counted, “It would have been completely impractical for 
her to do that. I’ll tell you why in a minute. She was 
lying. Shad,” 

Shad grinned. “I thought you said she was just a dream 
girl.” 

“Maybe dream girls fabricate too, I don’t know,” Ran 
snapped, looking down at his pipe bowl, “I’m not an expert 
on wraiths—like you.” 

“Okay,” Shad sighed. “What else?” 
“Look at the other cape,” Ran Boswell said, turning 

and gesturing his briar in the opposite direction, to the 
north of the property. The hurricane fence climbed through 
the maples and then appeared on the top of the black 
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rock. “Hurricane fence right up to the solid rock cliff,” the 
agent pointed out. “And it’s thirty or forty feet high there. 
So: there’s a fence to the east, and two capes to the north 
and south, making the beach down there completely inac¬ 
cessible by land. Unless you parachute in," Ran grinned. 
“And I don’t see any parachutes around. Q.E.D., baby?’’ 

“If you say so,” Shad shrugged. 
Ran spread his hands. “That leaves the water as the 

only approach to the studio, doesn’t it?" he asked with 
something less than innocence. 

“Sure. And that’s the way she came,” Shad said flatly. 
“Oh?” Ran laughed humorlessly. “Swimming in past 

those two capes? Baby, she would have had to swim two 
miles and a half from Scahaven on the south just to get 
to the cape in the first place. And that would make it three 
miles to the beach itself." 

Shad smiled. “She said she was a good swimmer,” he 
insisted. 

Ran shook his head. “Not that good,” he demurred. 
“As for the other cape, that’s worse. There’s a solid rock 
coastline for five miles north, and waves beating on it all 
the time. She couldn’t come in from the north cape, 
either.” 

“Maybe she is a sea nymph.” 
“And if she is,” Ran shot back at him, “you’re due for 

a visit from a man in a white jacket!” 
Shad felt trapped. “Oh, for God’s sake, knock it off, 

Ran, will you?” he growled. He shook his head wearily. 
“I’ve been thinking about this thing until I’m blue in the 
face. Can’t you let me alone until 1 figure something out?" 

Ran puffed on his pipe for a moment. He glanced at 
his wrist watch. “Well, I’ve got to cut out from here,” he 
said dryly. “Luckily,” he added icily, “I’ve got other clients 
who manage to produce a few canvases now and then— 
no mermaids to distract them.” 

“Sea nymphs,” Shad corrected absently. 
Ran threw up his hands and left, staiking down through 

the maples along the path toward the iron gate where he 
had left his car. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 

i 

It was a bright, sparkling day, the sea guMs wheeling and 
flapping, and the waves curling in from the cool, blue sea 
and throwing foam high into the air as they struck the 
sand and the rocks. 

Shad steered the runabout My Cyn out through the 
waves, letting the sun's heat soak into him. He wore his 
dungarees, white tee shirt and an old clam-diggers hat 
he had found in the attic of Cyn’s studio. 

In the runabout he carried a fishing rod and some live 
bait. He also had a pair of binoculars in a canvas bag. 

As he steered for the point of the long cape jutting out 
south of his cove. Shad pondered the strange episode with 
Lissa Cloud, She must be flesh and blood, he told himself. 
He was out to investigate the cape and make a thorough 
search. He was going to find out if she were dream, or 
indeed reality. 

About twenty yards along the cape, he pulled out the 
binoculars and scanned the cliffs rocky face all the way to 
its end. Then he crossed the mouth of the cove and 
traversed the north cape, studying that just as minutely. 

Shad saw nothing unusual. 
The artist followed that maneuver by sailing along the 

far side of the south cape, proceeding to a point just short 
of the rocky shore north of Seabaven, two miles south. 
But he detected nothing suspicious. He retraced his course 
to the head of the cape and crossed the cove to a spot 
where he could study the north cape. 

A mass of jutting rocks, twisted snarls of kelp and 
swirling, sucking waters protected the wails of the north 
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cape. The shoreline for five or ten miles was uninhabited, 
heavily wooded and slashed by rocky cliffs dropping sheer 
into the water. It was extremely improbable that anyone 
could have approached Shad's studio from this side. 

Shad had to admit that Ran had been right. Lissa could 
not have come in at all, the artist had to conclude. 

Shad tied up My Cyn at the head of the south cape and 
let his eyes roam die sharp, jagged teeth of rock along the 
cape’s towering, knife-blade shape. No one could be 
hiding up there, certainly, he thought. And yet, just as 
certainly, it must have been from this side that Lissa had 
swum into the cove. 

Shad pulled out a thermos and poured himself a cup of 
coffee. Drinking it, he idly reflected that if Lissa had had 
a small boat such as his, she might have tied it up here 
and swum in. 

Shad swiftly untied the runabout and steered her to 
the far side of the cape, out of sight of the studio. He took 
out his glasses and panned the serrated rocks near the 
water line, far and near. Then he pulled in closer and 
tossed the line over a convenient rock, just as anyone 
might casually do. Shad next proceeded to search the 
rock intently, close up. There was a twist of manila 
hemp wedged in a tiny crevice, as if someone had pulled 
off another line in a hurry and left a wisp of cordage in 
the rock split. 

Someone, Shad knew, had moored here in the very 
recent past. Could it have been Lissa? 

Now, if Lissa’s story had been a lie—he mulled it over 
—why? And where did she really come from? And what 
had been her reason for having torn up his paintings? 

Shad’s eyes traveled idly across the bright blue water 
to the small scattering of white structures along the shore. 
This was the beach belonging to the village of Seahaven. 
It was highly probable that the boat bringing Lissa—if 
that were the fact of the matter—had come from there. 

He started the outboard and headed for Seahaven. 
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2 

The Seahaven waterfront was a handful of hot dog and 
hamburger stands scattered along a paved street near the 
long, sandy beach. The big bathing season had closed 
with Labor Day, and only a few of the stands remained 
open. 

Shad approached an ancient wharf and tied up. 
At the shore end of the jetty stood a white shack whose 

sign announced: Elmer's Live Bait. Boats for Rem. Waves 
lapped quietly at the piles, and an air of peace and quiet 
and total decay hung about the place. 

Shad entered Elmer’s Live Bait shack and instantly 
encountered a pair of long, naked legs extending from 
the seat of a tipped-back swivel chair to rest on a desk. 
Ten toes, whose nails were painted scarlet, wriggled at 
Shad, 

For a moment the artist felt a tremor of panic because 
he could have sworn that those magnificent legs belonged 
to one person only—Lissa Cloud. 

But at the other end of the smooth, well-fashioned legs 
sat a blonde girl In shorts and red, form-fitting shirt. She 
had blue eyes, a pair of healthy bosoms, and she was 
reading a book called How To Be A Detective. 

If it had not been for the color of this girl’s eyes, and 
that of her hair. Shad knew, she could have been Lissa 
Cloud, because everything else about her was the same. 
But it was impossible, Shad shrugged to himself, to dye 
the color of your eyes. 

He waited for some response from the blonde girl, but 
he received none. He knocked briefly on her knees. There 
was no response. Shad moved closer and knocked on her 
hipbone. There was still no response. Shad leaned over 
and tried again. 

She lowered the book and swiped at his hand. “Ah, ah. 
Knock it off,” Then when she had a good look at him, 
she grinned. “Great Godfrey, as 1 live and breathe, a 
man!” she howled, “And after Labor Day! How come you 
didn't lam with the Great Exodus?” 
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Shad nodded at the book. “At least the book tells you 
how to differentiate between male and female,” he 

observed. 
“Heavens! I had that difference cased when I was in 

Sunday School.” 
“All right. Let’s see if that book is teaching you any¬ 

thing. What did I come here for?” 
“Huh?” The girl’s eyes clouded over. 
“You’re studying to be a private eye. Why did I come 

here?” ^ t . . , 
“Let’s see,” she murmured. She tapped her teeth with 

her fingernail, eyeing him carefully. “You came here to 
heist a boat.” 

Shad shook his head. “Already got a boat, he said 

with regret. 
“Could be you want another one to make an outrigger 

canoe, like those South Sea Hay-waiian gees you see 

on TV.” 
“Nope.” 
“I’ll cop a plea. What’s the pitch?” 
Shad turned to the window and pointed out. “See that 

rock promontory out there?” he said casually. 
“Sure. The cape. What’s with it?” 
“How far is it from here?” 
The girl frowned. “About two and a half nautical miles. 

Let’s see, that’s about two and a half regular miles. I’d 
say, offhand, just an estimate you know, about two and a 
half miles.” 

“Think I can row out there?" 
“Good God, what for? There’s nothing out there but 

seaweed and bird lime.” 
“That doesn’t matter. Could I row out there?” 
She looked him up and down. “You got the shoulders 

for it. The moxie. I’d say yes.” 
“Are there many other people from, town who row out 

there?” 
She shook her head. “It’s too rough for fishing,” she 

said. “Maybe some square gees go out there sometimes. 
A geepo. Some six hat and a fifty shirt, if you get what I 
mean. On the other hand, there might be good reason 
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to go out there at night. For research and stuff like that” 
She grinned and winked lasciviously, 

“Anybody ever rem a boat from here to go out there?” 
The girl showed her white teeth. “Oh, no, mister,” she 

said, ‘Tm no pushover Patricia, I don't blab to everybody. 
You've got to coax me.” 

Shad sighed. “So sorry to disappoint you,” he said 
apologetically. “I really want to know if anybody from 
Seahaven has gone out rowing there recently.” 

She shrugged, “Nobody with his buttons on,” she said 
pertly. “Maybe Old Sylvester Shakes has. He does real 
odd stuff. Hell, he even reads books for pleasure.” 

“Who's Sylvester Shakes?” 
“An odd bird who runs the Antique Shoppe on Main 

Street. You can't miss that fleabag. There's half dozen 
dead bodies lying around inside and maybe a couple of 
live ones. What's it to you?” she said, her eyes narrowing 
in curiosity, 

“I'm on my first assignment,” Shad said mysteriously. 
He pointed to the book she was reading, “Fm taking my 
post-graduate course,” he said disarmingly as he turned 
to leave. 

“I don't go down that easy. You know the old saying, 
you can't crap an old crapper. You got reasons to snoop. 
What are they? And what's your monicker?” 

Shad debated if he should give an alias or his real name, 
“Shad Crispin,” he said, deciding truth was stranger than 
fiction. 

“Ho, hah!” she said. “I know you,” 
“What's yours?” he asked, ignoring her. 
“Effedra Cripp.” 
“Effedra?” 
“Well, she said, “it spells Ardeffe backwards.” She 

showed her teeth, “Everybody on the stem calls me Effie ” 
“Everybody on the stem shows remarkable good sense, 

Effie. Now, if I ever need a boat, for any reason what¬ 
soever, I'll know where to come,” 

She looked pleased, “Thank you, Mr. Crispin. All my 
best to Miss Greer, please,” she said, deadpan. 

Shad was halfway out the door when he heard that. He 
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stopped, and then turned slowly. “That’s not such a bad 
book, there,” Shad said, 

She giggled. “It’s not in the book,” she said. “Every¬ 
body in Seabaven knows The Man in the Golden Chastity 

Belt.” 
“The—!” Shad’s mouth dropped. “What?” 
“You.” She stopped smiling, and her eyes were studying 

him intently. “Somehow you don’t seem to fit that M.O. I 
can’t feature a man like you selling out everything to a 
woman like her, just for the lousy gelt,” she said quietly, 
her eyes sparkling maliciously* 

Shad almost choked, “Listen here. Miss—Miss Crapp, 
or whatever they call you. In case you’re interested, there 
is no truth whatever in your little legend* The Man in the 
Golden Chastity Belt. My God] Is that the sort of thing 
you girls sit around all winter dreaming up? After the 
summer crowds go?” 

“It’s a very cozy arrangement,” Effie said breezily, “All 
I said was, I didn’t think you fitted the 

Shad’s voice was controlled and deadly. “Exactly what 
did you expect to find to the M.O., Miss Crupp?” 

She waved her hands, “Cross between Casper Milque¬ 
toast and Dagwood Bumstead, 1 guess,” she said vaguely. 
“You actually look human—in a Neanderthal sort of way ” 

“I daresay,” muttered Shad menacingly. “Now get 
back to your damned detective book, while 1 hit the 
bricks,” 

She watched him over the rim of her shins, grinning 
mockingly. When he had gone she nodded her head vigor¬ 
ously three times, tapped her teeth with her fingernail, 
and sighed wistfully. With that Effie Cripp turned and 
lifted the telephone receiver off the hook* 

3 

When Shad turned into Main Street in Seahaven, he saw 
several one-story buildings in the Colonial manner along 
its sidewalks. One store had a sign projecting from it, 
lettered Antique Shoppe, Sylvester Shakes, Prop,, and it 
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was that shop whose door Shad pushed open. A cowbell 
tinkled to signify his arrival. 

Sylvester Shakes, Prop., appeared in the gloom, towering 
over Shad. Shakes was a wizened, twisted, wiry cadaver 
whose enormous, hooked nose, beetling brows and long, 
bony, rough hands derived from the New England witch- 
burning days. As he worked his ancient palms together in 
a washing gesture a rustling sound could be heard there¬ 
from, as of old parchments sliding across each other. 

The main thing about Sylvester Shakes, however, was 
his eyes. They were black, alert, shrewd and highly ob¬ 
servant. They flicked over Shad swiftly, and that young 
man had a ghostly, guilty feeling that he had been summed 
up and found wanting* 

“Yes, sir?** Shakes said, his voice steady and sharp. 
“Mr. Shakes?” Shad said. 
“Of course. What can I do for you?” 
“Do you sell sinkers?” Shad asked, stumbling on the 

word as if by magic. 
“Sinkers?” old Shakes said expressionlessly* 
“Sinkers,” Shad said again, grimly. 
The old eyes seemed to smile, and Shakes moved 

through the gloom. “Come with me,” he said over his 
shoulder. 

Shad followed him to the far end of the shop* where 
Shakes switched on an overhead light and indicated a desk 
upon which rested a tray of old-fashioned fishing equip¬ 
ment. There were hand-tied flies, rod sinkers of all kinds. 
Ancient rods, old creels and outmoded hooks of every 
description. 

“Sinkers,” Shakes said significantly* 
“Yeah,” said Shad. 
Sylvester Shakes picked up one cast in the shape of an 

old cannon balk Shad stared at it, 
“We have a more modern one,” Shakes said softly, “in 

the shape of a .22 slug.” The black eyes were satanic. 
Shad stared in amazement at the old man. For God’s 

sake, Shad thought, did Shakes, too, know who Shad was, 
and what he wanted? The artist faced the probing black 
eyes for a moment, and then he hefted the cannon ball 
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in his hand, “Um h*m ” he said* “Do you have any in the 
shape of a rowboat?** 

“Rowboat?” Shakes repeated, his eyes unfaltering* 
Shad nodded, 
fiTm afraid not/* The old man*s voice was a shade 

short of regretful, 
“Maybe you have a sinker in the shape of a mermaid/* 

Shad suggested. But not a flicker disturbed the old man*$ 
eyes, “What about a sea nymph?” Shad tried. 

Shakes leaned over the tray on the desk, “Here’s an old 
conch shell/* he said. “Some people fancy it is the sea they 
hear in it, but actually they catch nothing more than the 
magnified sounds of the room in which they are standing/* 
Shakes smiled, “People are great ones for imagining things 
that do not exist/* 

The old man’s black eyes were uncomfortably close to 
Shad’s face. Shad could smell the man’s fetid breath and 
could see clearly the lined, pallid skin. He felt repelled, 

“I'll take the cannon ball/* said Shad, 
Shakes picked it up and switched off die overhead 

lamp, l*he two stood in the musty dark for a silent mo¬ 
ment, Shad’s flesh crawled. 

Shake’s voice came in a whisper, 
“That silly Cripp girl is a pathological liar/* he said, 

“For your information/* 
Shad’s voice dropped to a whispert too. “Did you ever 

get out to the cape in a rowboat?” 
Shakes chuckled. “Do I look like the athletic type?** 
“lt*s too dark for me to teH/* 
“Best to forget about the Cripp girl and what she said ” 

Shakes went on. 
“How do you know what I asked her?” Shad whispered. 
There was a pause, “Why, she phoned me the moment 

you left/* Shakes chuckled, “You see, 1 had requested her 
to let me know if anyone came/* 

“But why are you hiding the fact you rowed out to the 
cape?** 

“I am concealing nothing, Mr. Crispin/* 
And Shakes stalked through the darkened room to the 

feeble shaft of light near the cash register. He rang up 
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the sale, and wrapped the cannon ball slowly. His 
cavernous eyes held on Shad’s face. 

“Will that be all, Mr. Crispin?” he finally asked. 
Shad nodded. Shakes watched, hands in his pockets, 

rocking back and forth on his heels, as Shad walked to 
the front door of the Antique Shoppe. The artist felt 
Sylvester Shakes’ hard, piercing eyes on his back. 

The cowbell tinkled and Shad walked out into the 
street. He glanced back briefly, but Shakes was gone. Or 
was that cadaver watching from behind the blind? 

CHAPTER FIVE 

1 

Shad awoke the next morning with a start, smelling the 
tangy odor of coffee in his bedroom. 

Lissa, he thought wildly, Lissa’s back. 
He heard a step on the stairs, and then along the hall¬ 

way. He leaped to his feet, intending to obtain his bathrobe 
from the closet. He was standing directly in the path of 
Cyn Greer when she appeared in the doorway. She carried 
a tray of breakfast for him. 

She looked his naked body up and down. “Well,” she 
said, finally, “Meet the Virility Kid.” 

He frowned, fishing in the closet for his bathrobe. 
“Don’t tell me the sight of a naked male body shocks 
you, Cyn.” 

He hunched on the edge of the bed, expectantly scanning 
the ham and eggs and coffee. Cyn sat down beside him, 
her blueblack eyes anxious. “Shad,” she said, “three p.m, 
Friday. Are you going?” 

He wolfed down some eggs and grinned. “You mean to 
that head doctor?” he said. “Nope.” 
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“I know about your visit to the Antique Shoppe, Shad,” 
she said softly, deciding not to harass him psychiatrically. 
“Do you think it was wise, the way you went into Sea- 
haven, trying to find things out? It gets people to talking/’ 

Shad drank some coffee, glowering. “They’re already 
talking/’ he said, “about the Man In The Golden Chastity 
Belt—me. And the Woman With The Golden Key—you/5 

She pursed her lips. “I know why you went in there. 
Shad. But you didn’t find out anything about Ossa Cloud, 
did you?15 

“Not a thing” 
Cyn sighed. “I thought not. Well,” she said, thinking 

now was as good a time as ever to broach the matter, 
“the three of us are going on a trip,” 

“The three of us?” 
“You, me and Ran ” 
“Where?” 
“To Trinidad/5 
“Trinidad, Colorado, or Trinidad, Rum and Coca- 

Cola?” 
“Trinidad, Rum and Coca-Cola/’ 
“West Indies, huh?” Shad's mind remembered affec¬ 

tionately his sojourn there with Calypso dancers . , * lush 
green vegetation . , , little black rubber dolls . . . tropical 
rains . * * white, velvety beaches . , * the bright, hot sun, 
dripping with heat and moisture . , . Yes, he thought, he 
could paint and paint. . , But he shook his head, firmly. 

“Nope,” he said. “Fve got to find out the truth about 
Lissa/5 

“Oh, Shad, she’s only in your head. Other than that, 
she doesn’t exist. You’ve got to face it.” 

“Why are you trying to get me away from here, Cyn? 
Are you hiding something?” 

She hesitated, and then said, “Ran is afraid you’re 
cracking up. If you do, he wants you to be far out of 
sight so the gossip-mongers won’t get hold of it,” 

“Well, fine,” Shad said bitingly. “I thought so. I might 
have known there was some commercial reason behind 
his deep concern for my welfare. He thinks he’s going to 
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lose a few bucks. So right away his ulcers start to feed 
on him.” 

Cyn was miserable. “He likes you. Shad,” she pleaded* 
“He’s trying to keep you from a bad breakdown.” 

“Uh huh, Cyn, I’m not going. Thanks, but no thanks. 
Fll go some time, I’d love to. But right now Tm staying 
here and battling this thing out.” 

Cyn stood up hopelessly. “All right If that’s the way 
it is.” 

2 

“Since you’re still here,” he said to Cyn Greer after 
he had dressed, “you can help me.” 

She smiled. “Sure, Shad. What?” she asked solicitously* 
“That mess in E Gallery. I haven’t touched it.” 
Her face fell. “Ob. All right,” she hastened to add 

lightly. But he realized she was still thinking tenaciously 
of the proposed cruise. And, just as tenaciously he put it 
out of his own mind. 

They walked down the stone stairs to E Gallery, 
“1 thought Ran Boswell came down here,” Shad said, 

searching his memory, “1 had the idea he cleaned up a 
little.” 

Cyn shook her head. “He came down here only when 
he first heard about it. He pawed through the wreckage, 
but that was about all,” 

“So I see,” Shad said dryly* 
He went to his knees and picked tip a torn scrap of 

canvas covered with vivid orange paint “Three month’s 
work gone to the dogs.” 

A frown appeared on Cyn Greer’s face, “It’s just like a 
jig-saw puzzle, isn’t it?” she said, musing. 

Shad laughed, “Exactly,” he agreed. “Maybe we could 
market the paintings that way. Sell them in teo-cent stores,” 

She suddenly faced him, her midnight blue eyes blazing 
merrily. 

“Shad, let’s put them together,” she cried. “It would be 
a kind of challenge.” 

“What do you mean?” Shad said oddly* 
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“Let’s fit the pieces together. Just for kicks.” 
Shad considered it, and then replied. "Best reason Fve 

heard all day. Why not?” He looked about him and a 
slow grin lighted his face. “Come on, let's.” 

“Then,” Cyn said animatedly, “when we’ve finished 
maybe you could repaint the whole set and get your 
Spanish show ready,” 

Shad shrugged, “Who's knocking the idea?” 
They began gathering the pieces together. It proved not 

so hard as they had imagined. Various color tones gave 
clues and before long Cyn and Shad had a number of 
the paintings headed toward re-integration. 

“Shad,” Cyn said suddenly, glancing up from her work* 
“Look,” She was holding out a square of canvas, study¬ 
ing it carefully in the light filtering in from the sea-side 
window. 

“At what?” Shad asked. 
“This.” She turned the piece of canvas over, restudied 

it, and handed it to him. 
“What about it?” Shad asked. “It’s part of a trinket on 

one of the model’s necks, a cross. I remember the girl 
very well. It’s hard to get models in Spain, They all con¬ 
sider it an indecent occupation,” 

He grinned and handed back the piece of canvas to 
Cyn, 

“No,” she said. “I’m talking about the paint. Examine 
it” 

Shad took back the fragment. On it he saw the cross 
and the skin tones of the girl's flesh—dusky, dark, firm, 
velvety. 

“So?” Shad spoke sceptically. 
“That little smear in the corner,” she pointed out. 
Shad saw what she meant. A half-inch triangle of paint 

from his own picture had been removed at the corner of 
the fragment, 

“Somebody daubed turpentine on it,” Shad said, frown¬ 
ing, “That’s a kookie trick, I never noticed that before.” 

Cyn smiled dubiously. “Turpentine? You didn't do it, 
did you. Shad?” 

“Why do you ask that, Cyn?” he snapped suspiciously, 
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Was she banging away again at his blackouts and trying 
to discover a supposed motivation for destroying the 
paintings with turpentine? 

“No reason” Cyn said, lowering her eyes, 4Tm just 
curious. But why would anyone be removing paint from 
your Spanish canvases. Shad?” 

He shook his head, “I can’t imagine,” he said. Shad’s 
pulse began pounding, “Unless there was something, , 

Shad took the piece again, turning it over and over. He 
could see the pendant cross, the girl’s skin, the line of 
her shoulder. It was the background behind the model 
that had been obscured. The background, > , . 

“I can’t remember, Cyn,” Shad said. “It’s the setting 
behind her thafs been washed out” Shad closed his eyes. 
UI painted her inside a Moorish bedroom of some kind, 
I can’t quite recollect. Or it might have been in front of 
those damned ruins,” 

The model’s name had been Maria, He remembered 
that. But where he had placed her, and what the finished 
painting had looked like, he could not for his life re¬ 
member, 

“Try to think;1 Cyn said, her eyes aflame with excite¬ 
ment, “Maybe it’s important.” 

“Important?” 
“Sure,” Cyn said. “Maybe it’s the reason the pictures 

were torn up. If your story is true,” 
Shad nodded. Cyn had a point there. But it was diffi¬ 

cult to focus on the painting, “Trouble is,” he said, “i 
can’t conjure up the picture again. Maybe Ran is right,” 

Cyn frowned, “What do you mean?” 
“Maybe it was a trick of my subconscious all the way. 

Maybe I deliberately wanted to forget what there was in 
that room. How about that?” 

Cyn’s eyes narrowed, “If somebody else tore up the 
paintings, maybe it was because you put down something 
there that was important, maybe even dangerous. Dan¬ 
gerous to the person who wiped the picture off. Don’t you 
see? Oh, if you could only remember! It would bring it 
alt out into the open. Maybe you didn’t really tear up 
your oils. Maybe someone else came in here.” 
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Shad nibbed his chin, deep in thought. 
Then Cyn’s eyes widened. She turned to lace him. 

“Shad! Didn't you take photographs of all those nudes 
just in case you ever had to refer to them after you’d 
sold them?” 

Shad snapped his fingers. “Of course! I forgot all about 
the pix! You’re right!” He was halfway out of the room* 
“I’ve got them upstairs*” 

And he was out of E Gallery like a shot. 

3 

Fifteen minutes later the two sat in the middle of the 
floor of Gallery E staring dejectedly at the photographs 
before them. 

The nudes were beautiful, but the backgrounds in the 
photos did not come through in black and white. In color, 
Shad would have been able to see what he had painted, 
and remember what props were there in the bedroom. 
But in the photos, the film was too small to bring out 
any detail. 

“Yes,” Shad said. “This one was Maria. I did paint her 
In a Moorish bedroom. You can see some of the drapes 
on that ancient bed. And the arches and window patterns. 
Strictly Southern Spain. But as for what occupied the 
painting just above Maria’s shoulder, , , 

Cyn was peering at the photo, “Look, Shad, See the 
way the room is furnished? When you painted this girl, 
you placed her in front of some kind of bureau or 
dresser. And on the dresser are a number of objects, It’s 
almost impossible to tell what they are.” 

Shad frowned, 
“Can't you remember?” Cyn pressed, “The thing right 

there. It would be exactly above Maria's shoulder. It 
looks like a sea shell of some kind to me. A conch maybe,” 

Shad grabbed the photo excitedly, “Yes! A conch shell! 
A chambered nautilus! That’s it, Cyn! That’s what it was! 
I remember now!” He stared at her. 

“A sea shell,” whispered Cyn Greer. 
“What does it mean?” Shad whispered. “We're no 
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better off now than we were before. Sea shell. Conch, It 
means nothing to me,” 

“But it might to someone else,” Cyn Greer said 
dreamily, “It might to somebody in Spain.” 

“Or,” Shad smiled, “to someone like, say, a sea 
nymph.” Or to Sylvester Shakes, Shad mused . . * 

The excitement of the chase died out of them* With a 
desultory motion, Shad picked up one of the last pieces 
of canvas on the floor and felt it absently. It was heavy 
and it curled in his hand. He raised it to eye level and 
found that the top layer of paint—his paint—was peel¬ 
ing off. 

He grinned. “Look,” he said to Cyn. “Watch. Magic.” 
“Magic?” Cyn repeated. 
Shad took a penknife out of his pocket and delicately 

removed the top layer of paint. 
“What are you doing?” Cyn asked. 
“See?” Shad showed her the square he had scraped 

clean. “Background paint,” he explained to Cyn. “Watch.” 
He scraped further down, evenly, gradually, and there 

suddenly appeared a hard, glossy surface of dark purple 
and brown. 

“Shad!” Cyn cried, entranced. 
Shad laughed. “Like I said, magic,” 
“It’s another picture!” 
“I tried to buy some fresh canvases in Lisbon, They 

were fresh out. However, they had some old, used oil 
paintings they had covered over and I took them, I 
painted several of my nudes right over the gray. Pretty 
tricky, huh?” Shad laughed. 

Cyn shook her head. “HI bet those Portuguese soaked 
you plenty for that used canvas. You probably paid for 
the picture and for the gray paint, as well as for the 
original canvas,” 

Shad shrugged, “Not too much.” 
Cyn plopped one last piece of canvas down into its 

proper position and stood up, looking happily down at 
her handiwork, “There!” 

“There, what?” 
“There they are, AH put together.” 
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Shad grinned ruefully. “I'm not going to make a 
fortune selling those reconditioned paintings. That’s one 
product you can’t market second-hand.” 

Cyn pouted. “But they do look nice, Shad, All twenty 
of them.” 

Shad stared off through the little port-hole of a window 
out at the sky. Twenty? he thought. Weren’t there twenty- 
one? 

He glanced about at the Gallery. He counted the hooks 
on the wall. He counted twenty. That was right. There had 
been twenty oils hanging here. Twenty nudes. 

Somehow it seemed he had painted twenty-one. 
He shook his head. But that didn’t clear up the nagging 

doubt. And it remained only a doubt, only a hunch. 
Somehow he felt intuitively that there should be twenty- 

one paintings. But where was the twenty-first? It hadn’t 
hung in Gallery E, that was for sure. He could see by 
the number of hooks in the walls. 

He shrugged. 
The hell with it 

4 

For the first time since he had been sick. Shad took up 
a brush and began dabbling with his oils that afternoon. 
Cyn left shortly after lunch, driving back to the Greer 
mansion on the bill behind Seahaveo. Shad worked all 
afternoon, starting sketches for five paintings. Then he 
knocked off for dinner. He sat there reading until about 
nine o’clock. He tired of that, and rose to pace the work 
room. 

He wandered over to the window and peered out 
through the glass. The secret of Lissa Cloud was out 
there in that cove somewhere. And maybe nighttime was 
the time to unlock the secret. 

Shad squinted, his eye attracted by a flicker of light out 
there in the gloom. A flicker of light, or what he imagined 
to be a flicker of light. Was it real? 

He shaded his eyes. 
Yesl 
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At the end of the south cape—the cape that jutted out 
between the studio and the village of Seahaven—he could 
see it now, A tiny sliver of luminescence, flaring brightly 
for just a moment. 

He rubbed at the glass window with his hand, and 
reached into his pocket for a clean handkerchief. He 
blew his breath on the window, and rubbed it. 

He looked out again, trying to find the spot on the 
glistening ice-cold rocks. 

There! 
Just a flicker of light, and then it was gone. 
Was it just an errant reflection from some vagrant ray 

of light escaped for a moment from the village of Sea- 
haven? Caught, distorted, and reflected his way from 
some rocky mirror canted fortuitously at the proper angle 
on lop of the cape's cliff slope? 

There was only one thing to do. 
Find out first hand. 

5 

Shad Crispin jumped into My Cyn and steered her out 
into the relatively calm water. After navigating the break¬ 
ers without trouble, he throttled her down as low as pos¬ 
sible and moved on quietly through the night. 

He knew someone had been tying up a craft out on the 
cape. He had seen evidences of that on his earlier scout¬ 
ing expedition. He wanted to know if the visits to the 
cape had been nocturnal ones. He wanted to know also if 
they were still continuing, or if they had only been iso¬ 
lated incidents in the past. 

Halfway out along the cape. Shad turned My Cyn in 
toward the black, hulking outline of the cliff face, and 
when he arrived within plain sight of the cutting razor- 
sharp edges of the rock, he cut the engine out completely* 
and fitted the oars into the oarlocks. 

He rowed silently through the gently rocking water, 
and all he could hear now was the slurping sound of his 
oars. That, and the light lapping of the sea against the 
rocks some ten yards to his right. 
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The great mass of the rock wall rose above him, loom¬ 
ing up over him and cutting off his line of vision. The 
sound of his oars bounced back from the face of the 
cliff as he moved slowly along. 

He could see nothing. But in an intuitive fashion he 
sensed an alien presence out there, observing him, waiting 
for him. 

Or was it only because he had seen a light from the 
window of the studio? Seen it, or imagined it? 

His breath came faster. Sweat rolled off his face. It 
was ice cold out, and the instant the greasy perspiration 
oozed out on his skin the night air sucked at it and 
chilled him. He began puffing and silently cursing the 
weight and the drag of the oars in his reddened hands. 

He was not used to exercise like this. 
He stopped to rest, breathing heavily, leaning back in 

the runabout with his eyes closed. His breath whooshed 
out of his lungs Eke the air out of a punctured bellows. 

It was while he rested there, motionless, that he heard 
the sound in the darkness ahead of him. 

He sat bolt upright. He held his breath, straining his 
ears. 

There! 
Yes, he could hear it now. He had come close to the 

end of the rock promontory. The sound he heard seemed 
to emanate from the tip end of the cape, or perhaps even 
from around it, on the other side, on the side facing the 
village of Seahaven, 

It seemed to be the scraping of some sea craft lightly 
moored to a rock, or gently edging into it. 

His mind’s eye pictured it as a rowboat tied up. And hi 
his overactive mind’s eye he pictured a silent figure in 
the boat, hushed, tense, waiting. 

Waiting for him. 

6 

Shad sent the runabout forward swiftly. Water lapped 
against the prow. He made the end of the cape, and 
slowed. Pointing My Cyn in toward the rocks, he held 
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his oars aloft. Then, using the right oar as a pole, he 
poked it at the rocks and held the prow of the runabout off* 
He sat there, straining his ears. Listening, 

Absolutely nothing. 
He glanced around covertly, using an old trick of night 

vision he had learned in combat—looking just to the side 
of what he wanted to see. But still there was no sign of 
any interesting shape on the rocks at ail No black forms. 
No hulking figures. No bobbing craft on the surface of 
the water. 

Still he had that strange, eerie sixth sense that he was 
being watched. 

And laughed at 
He tied My Cyn to the rock, looping the line around 

the stone as he pulled her in. Rock wail towered above 
him for twenty feet. Jagged crags stood at the water’s 
edge. The soft phosphorescence of the foam gleamed 
bluely in the night. 

Half crouching, he braced himself in the runabout and 
leaped from the seat to a projecting, flat-headed rock. His 
shoes slipped and he almost went feet first into the cliff, to 
pitch over backwards into the water. 

But be caught a slippery hand hold on a spear of stone 
at the last moment, and hung there, panting and un¬ 
nerved. The noise he made sounded like sudden thunder 
in the quiet night. 

He crouched there for a long moment, listening. 
There was no sound to indicate that he had been heard. 
He moved swiftly to another rock, clinging to a jagged, 

tooth-like snag projecting above it Now he had come to 
the end of the cape and was beginning to work his way 
around it. In a moment he would be on the far side of 
the promontory, out of sight of the studio, and in view of 
the village of Seahaven, 

He held still for a good minute and a half at the turn, 
listening and trying to pierce the gloom about him. He 
heard nothing but the mad beating of his own heart and 
the Japping of the restless sea about him, 

He took his chance and pulled himself slowly around 
the end of the cape, and looked along the far-side of the 
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cliff face. His eyes moved along the blackness and then 
leaped across the intervening water to the row of twink¬ 
ling lights on the shore of Seahaven, 

He blinked. His eyes moved quickly back to the sea 
cliff. He saw a shape jutting out. A rock? A bulk of 
kelp? No. It was a rowboat tied to the rock. And inside 
the rowboat sat a shadowy shape. Could Shad be mis¬ 
taken? No. He could see it plainly. 

Shad dung to the wet, slippery rock, debating whether 
or not to creep up on the rowboat and attack from the 
dark. 

The shadow in the rowboat seemed to freeze. Ap¬ 
parently it had sensed his presence. 

There was a long silence, paralyzing and unnerving. 
And then, as if in answer to his question, he heard 

the savage jarring blast of a gunshot. Explosion rent the 
air. A lead slug flattened out on the rock six inches from 
his head, and ricocheted into the water where it sizzled 
into silence. 

Stunned, Shad clung there, immobile. The terrifying 
concussion of the explosion made his head ring. The air 
was shattered about him. The waters moved restlessly at 
his feet. 

He moved quickly. He scrambled back along the rock, 
to the end of the cape. He must go back and gain the 
shelter of his runabout. He had no gun, no weapon at 
ail. The cathedral-like silence of the sea was alien to the 
savage, artificial sound of a gunpowder explosion. 

He slipped. He tore his shin on the rocks. The blood 
came. Salt ate into the rent in his flesh. 

Now he could hear oars pushing steadily through the 
water. The man in the boat was following him. 

Shad made the other side of the cape. He saw his own 
runabout. He poised to leap to the next rock. Wait for 
me. My Cynl 

He heard the metallic click of the trigger before he 
heard the gunbiast. Lead seared close to his head, and 
then spit off and into the air. It whirred like an angry 
hornet, losing tone until it dropped heavily into the water. 

Shad pressed tightly to the surface of the cliff, clinging 
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to the black gleaming rock, trying to present as little 
target as he could to the shadowy gunman in the rowboat. 

Shad glanced at My Cyn, To get to her he would have 
to climb out around a slight promontory in the cliff face. 
And against that promontory, he would make a perfect 
target for the rowing gunman. 

. Shad bit his lip. 
He could not risk it. The man with the gun would pick 

him off as easily as he might pick off a fly walking along 
a wall 

As he debated, another small arms bullet slammed into 
the rock close to him. Water lapped at the sides of gun¬ 
man’s rowboat, it was just a matter of time now until 
the rowboat man zeroed him in and picked him off. 

Without further thought. Shad moved quickly and 
dove smartly out into the water away from the rock. He 
headed diagonally out from the cliff face so he could 
circle back to the shelter of the tied-up runabout. There 
was another shot, but he had made the safety of the 
water. The slug screamed harmlessly underwater and died. 

A geyser of saltwater burbled up by his head. 
The shock of the ice-cold water took the breath out 

of him as he hit. He went down and under, and he was 
immediately aware of the lead-like weight of his clothes. 

Frantically he struggled with his pea jacket. He pulled 
his arm through and cast it aside before he resurfaced. 

Then he came up for a gasp of air and took a quick 
look around. Another shot blasted out, A bullet slashed 
the water. He swam hurriedly for the protection of My 
Cyn, 

He heard activity behind him, and he knew the row¬ 
boat was heading toward him. 

He dove and swam underwater, paddling under the 
runabout, and coming up on the far side in the spot pro¬ 
tected from the man in the rowboat* 

He clung to her side, hanging there between My Cyn 
and the cliff face, breathing heavily, shivering from the 
continuous immersion in the icy, cold water. 

He hoisted himself up then, falling into the runabout 
head first. Wriggling along the bottom, he reached out 

72 



and slipped the line from the rock, straggling frantically 
with it when it became fouled and refused to drop off. 

Finally it came free. My Cyn rocked out into the sea* 
Shad clung to the bottom, angling back toward the engine. 
He lifted up slightly, reached out and pulled on the rope. 

The engine coughed once but did not catch. 
Shad ducked. 
There was no gunfire. 
Shad pulled with the rope again. The engine coughed 

and missed. 
He saw the man. He saw the rowboat. He saw the hand 

on the gun. He saw the starlight reflected on the barrel of 
the pistol. 

The gunman was two feet from the edge of Shad’s 
runabout and moving fast. 

Shad pulled on the starter again, but it did not catch. 
In the sky above him, Shad saw an arm flash briefly 
overhead. Instinctively he pulled aside. The pistol barrel 
glanced harmlessly off his shoulder. The gunman had 
Intended to strike Shad on the skull with it. 

The armed man in the rowboat had grasped My Cyn*s 
gunwale now, and was pulling himself over into it. 

Shad rolled free, lurched to his knees and pitched out 
into the water. He dove under My Cyn, emerging on the 
far side of her. His bead bobbed up in the open air. He 
saw the man In the rowboat leaning out after him, wait¬ 
ing for him to surface so he could deliver a knockout 
blow with the gun barrel. 

Then, deciding against it suddenly, the man pulled the 
pistol down, leveled it at Shad’s head and pulled the 
trigger. 

Shad went down into the water, pulling himself down 
as deeply as he could. He strained and finned, shooting 
down through the water like a fish. 

The bullet passed harmlessly by. 
He remained submerged. His Jungs tightened, small 

bubbles pressing out of him and moving up alongside 
his face. His lungs ached from the exertion and pressure. 
Bubbles emerged more slowly. 

Now there were none, 
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The pressure was breaking him in two. Blackness dosed 
in on him. He had no more air. His life was going out of 
him directly in front of his face. He could feel it in the 
darkness. He could count the moments he had left. AM 
vanishing* 

Convulsions seized him in the chest and stomach. He 
had to surface. He had to. But he would die if he did. 

He came up, gasping like a fish out of water. He saw 
the man in the rowboat. He saw everything in one, 
blinding flash. He felt the cool night air that he gulped 
into his lungs with one, wrenching, last breath. He saw 
the gun barrel. He saw the flash in which the entire 
world blew up in his face. He saw the colors of the rain¬ 
bow, and many more besides. He saw the end of the 
universe. 

He was there. 
He went down again and the sea claimed him* 
In the distance he heard laughter. 
For some odd perverse reason he thought of Lissa, 

Was it Lissa laughing at him? Lissa’s voice? 
“Shad!” 
Yes. She was calling him. 
And he could use a good sea nymph right now. 
“Lissa,” he called. But no sound came* Water filled 

his mouth. His lungs. His body. 
He sank like a stone. 
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CHAPTER SIX 

1 

Grogojly, Shad Crispin raised his head and looked around. 
The night sky spread over him, vast entity delineated at 
its edges by the horizon on one side, the rock capes on two 
others, and the cliff where the studio stood on the fourth. 
Shad felt the cloying stickiness of dried seawater on his 
skin. His hair was matted and stiff. He licked his finger. 
Salt. 

He remembered then, and the memory spread over 
him like a cold and chilling seabreeze, His skin crawled, 
A man. Gunshots. My Cyu. Drowning, 

Shad sat up. The world spun about him, tilting at a 
maddeningly impossible angle. Then his head cleared 
slowly. 

He stared out to sea. He could see nothing. He could 
hear nothing. Sea water lapped into the beach with its 
perpetual, lisping susurration. Wind picked and probed at 
the shutters and eaves of the studio on the cliff. He turned 
slowly around, his gaze traveling from the horizon of the 
ocean to the south cape, and then up the cliff face to his 
back, and then on to the other cape. No shots came. No 
yells. No yelpings of madness. No chuckles of diabolic 
cunning. He shook his head. Godf Had Ran Boswell been 
right? Was this whole thing a crazy dream? Was the man 
in the boat a hallucination? A figment of Shad's imagina¬ 
tion sent up from his subconscious to push him over the 
brink of sanity and into the depths of insane self-destruc¬ 
tion? 

It was then, enmeshed in the web of Ms own cunning 
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conception, that Shad Crispin saw the seaweed bracelet* 
His eyes saw it* His brain could not immediately register 
it and link it up with anything else in his memory. 

The seaweed bracelet had been twined about his left 
wrist, twined and carefully knotted so that it would not 
slide off* 

He could not remember having put it there himself. 
How could he have? He had been fightng for his life 
during that fracas in the water. 

The seaweed bracelet reminded him of something else* 
He closed his eyes to bring up the vague, errant image 
from the depths of his mind* Seaweed* The sea, 

Lissa Cloud! 
Of course! He had heard someone's laughter, some¬ 

one’s voice out there in the water as he had gone down 
for the last time. He had fancied it to be the laughter of 
Lissa Cloud, somehow welcoming him into the depths of 
the sea, Lissa Cloud. The sea nymph. 

Was it she who had rescued him from the gunman to 
deposit him firmly and safely on the shore below the 
cliff? And left her mark on his wrist so he would know 
she was still watching over him? 

Or was it all in his mind? 
He put his head in his hands, rocking back and forth* 

The gunman. A dream? Lissa’s laughter. A phantasm? 
He moved then, striding across the sand toward the 

round rock entrance to the spiraling stairs leading up to 
the studio. 

He stopped dead. 
LJ.S.S.A, 
Lissa Cloud! 
He turned then, squinting out into the darkness of the 

cove, peering carefully along the surface of the water* 
Nothing, 

But Lissa had been here, Lissa had saved him, Lissa 
had come out of the water, the sea nymph returned, and 
she had dragged his dying body out of its shimmering 
liquescent grave to deposit him safe and sound on the dry 
sand. 

Or had his mind cleverly dictated to him the proper 
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letters and commanded his hands to grip a stick and 
scrawl out the big block capitals on the sand? 

But then he gave a start. He peered again at the waves. 
There was a boat out there. Shad ran down to the surf. 
He stood there, peering into the grayness and blackness 
that hung over the cove. Yes, it was his runabout, and it 
was slowly moving into shore, empty. 

He waited. Finally she drifted in. My Cyn. Shad moved 
out into the water and pulled her in by the prow, beaching 
her easily. Then he pulled her up on the sand near the 
tiny boathouse. 

He looked inside her. There was nothing but bilge in 
the bottom, sand, seaweed and kelp sloshing about, and 
salty slime moving against the thwarts. 

There was nothing in My Cyn to prove or disprove the 
existence of the man who had shot at Shad Crispin or to 
prove or disprove the existence of Lissa Cloud, the sea 
nymph with the beautiful body. 

Nothing. 

2 

Shad awoke at ten o'clock next morning, oddly re¬ 
freshed, After a cup of coffee and a short breakfast, he 
let himself out the front of the studio and walked down 
the winding and picturesque trail leading to the huge or¬ 
namental gate that shut off the cove from the rest of the 
world. 

At the gate. Shad opened the mail box and grinned 
with surprise. There was a letter inside. 

He pulled it out. From Cyn? No. She would deliver her 
message in person. From Ran? No. He would come 
around, too. A commendation from the Museum of Mod¬ 
ern Art for one of his sketches shown last year? Hardly. 

"Dear Sir/" the letter began. 
“This is to inform you that the post office at Randolph, 

Iowa, has never had any box number for anyone named 

"Cloud" in its history. Nor do the town records. Have you 

tried Randolph, Missouri? Or Randolph, Oregon? Sorry 

77 



to disappoint you, Best of luck with your search else¬ 
where. Elwood Sample, Postmaster, Randolph, /ewa.” 

For a long moment Shad Crispin stared at the letter. 
Then he slowly crumpled it up in his hand. He let it drop 
to the ground at his feet, 

Lissa Cloud. 
Here was official confirmation of his deepest and dark¬ 

est suspicions. 
There was no such person! 
She was a chimera, a machination of his overwrought 

brain. 
Ran Boswell was right. Shad needed a headshrinker. 

Fast 

3 

Shad Crispin stared at the telephone book in the studio, 
running his finger up and down the columns under Sea- 
haven, He was almost afraid to run it down the HC’s,” 
Effie Cripp might also be only an idea in his mind. His 
finger trembled. 

Then, finally, he took a deep breath, and let his finger¬ 
nail move past and reveal to his eye the printed names. 
There it was: Cripp Effie, Shad dialed the number, 

'‘Hi,” said a voice obviously Effie Cripp’s. 
“Hi,” said Shad. “This is Shad Crispin.” 
“Uh huh,” said Effie. “What bastes, buster?” 
“I’m terrified and lonely, Effie. I long for company and 

affection.” 
“A loaf of SOvercup, a jug of Manischewitz and Ardeffe 

Backwards. I get it, maestro,” 
“In fact, I have a job for you/1 Shad went on with a 

grin, 
“What kind of a job?” she asked suspiciously. “Hot 

pillow stuff? Or sneeping, sniping, and snooping?” 
“The Three Esses,” Shad said with a laugh, “Although 

I might be able to oblige with a slice or two of the other.” 
“Neglect it. Who do you want me to dog? Or is it 

whom?” 
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“Maybe it's what* I'd like to talk about it over a cup of 
hot mud,” 

“We'll set up a meet, Mr. Crispin. Durkin's Diner* Nine 
o’clock tonight* You know it?” 

‘Til find it.” 
“It’s a deal* You'll know me by my big smile” 

4 

Durkin's Diner stood at the far end of Divinity Street 
in Seahaven. Shad Crispin pushed his way inside to the 
smell of deep fat, coffee and disinfectant. In the far corner, 
at a table all alone, he saw Effie Cripp. She was waving 
her hand to him, her face lighted up like a movie marquee* 

“Hi, geepo,” he said, sliding in across from her* 
“Fresh,” she said, 
“I want you for a job,” Shad said. “You willing?” 
“Enough of the gumbeat,” Effie said* Her eyes gleamed. 

“Brief me on the operation.” 
Shad leaned back* The waitress came over for his 

order* He asked for a cup of coffee and a slice of apple 
pie, and when she had gone to get it, he put his elbows 
on the table and peered at Effie narrowly, 

“The operation is simple, Effie. I just want you to 
keep your eyes peeled,” 

Effie shrugged her shoulders irritably* “Oh, is that all! 
I thought you had a job to do,” 

“I have. I want you to tell me all you can find out 
about someone in Seahaven.” 

Effie speculated, “I could do better, maybe, Mr. Crispin, 
if I knew who*” 

He leaned back to let the waitress put his coffee and 
and pie in front of him. Then, when she had gone, he 
looked at Effie and nodded. “Sylvester Shakes,” 

“What about him?” Effie asked* “Sex habits? Like 
that?” 

“Anything, I just want to know something about him* 
For instance, how long have you known him?” 

“He just moved in here in July. Bought that Antique 
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Shoppe from old Mrs. Vance. She’s retired now. Lives 
out in the country.” 

“Shakes is new here?” Shad repeated, a quiver of ex¬ 
citement stirring within him. If Shakes wasn’t an old 
Seahavenite, it might just be that he had come to Sea- 
haven to indulge in snooping himself. Snooping on Shad 
Crispin. Why? 

“Oh, yes. Aside from that, nobody knows much of 
anything,” Her eyes sparkled, “Is that what you want me 
to do? Prepare a package on Sylvester Shakes?” 

Shad nodded, “That’s right, Effie.” 
“What angle?” the girl asked again, her eyes slitted. 
Shad bit into his apple pie. “You got to have an angle, 

kid?” 
“I’m trying to find out what kind of information you 

want. Do you think he’s into something shady?” 
“That’s for you to find out.” 
“But if I had some kind of lead, . . ,” 
Shad shook his head. “You’re the detective. It’s up to 

you to supply the lead.” 
“Dear me,” said Effie Cripp. “I never had a client like 

you before,” 
“I daresay you never even had a client before,” 
“Of course,” Effie smiled sweetly. “And a girl has to 

begin somewhere.” 
Shad shook his head sadly. “Why is it always me?” 
She laughed. 

5 

The following day, trailing a cloud of billowing pipe 
smoke. Ran Boswell entered Shad’s studio. He was elated, 
bright-eyed, and quite amused about something. 

He flung himself into the sUng chair and tossed one 
leg over the butterfly wing. 

“Been with any figments lately, Shad?” 
Shad turned around from the abstract canvas he was 

working on and glowered at the bouncy brash agent. “You 
know I work better in solitude,” he said, 

“But you’re one of these guys that when he’s in solitude, 
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he’s with more people than when he’s with a crowd. You 
follow me? The Little People. The Sea Nymphs.” 

“The gunman,” Shad whispered softly. 
Ran Boswell’s face tightened. “What did you say?” 
“I said the phantom gunman. I got shot at by a lep¬ 

rechaun night before last.” 
Ran’s face was absolutely white. “A gunman?” 
Shad grinned flatly. “Yeah.” He laid down the brush, 

wiped his hands on the turpentine rag, and moved in 
front of Ran Boswell, watching him through the cloud 
of smoke that surrounded him. “I almost got drowned 
too.” 

He told Ran the story of the evening’s doings. 
Ran Boswell unfurled his handkerchief and wiped 

his ^ face. It had suddenly become sweat-sogged. 
“You wouldn’t be crapping me, would you, baby?” 
“Not me, Boswell. You know better than that.” 
“I don’t like it a bit, baby," Ran said. “You’ve got to 

get out of this scene. I’m serious. You might not be lying 
at all. Did that ever strike you?” 

Shad stared irritably at his agent. “I know damned well 
I m not kidding. Those bullets I was dodging were no 
ghost bullets, friend!” 

Ran whistled. “It doesn’t make sense.” 
It doesn t, agreed Shad. But that still docs not negate 

the fact I was zeroed in and shot at.” 
“Who would want to hurt you?” Ran scowled thought¬ 

fully. 

“Nobody,” Shad grinned. “I’m a very lovable fellow." 
Ran threw up his hands In resignation. Then he puffed 

disturbedly, billowing clouds of smoke about him, hiding 
behind the screen like an enigmatic, silent, navei-contem- 
plating Buddha. 

Shad Crispin turned from his smoke-encased, petulant 
agent and looked at his easel. The painting was coming 
along, he thought, but not too fast. He had to get a whole 
set of these abstracts ready for Ran to exhibit. Otherwise 
Ran would start harping on that madness theme again. 
And if Shad heard anything more about that, he would 
bug out. 
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“Darlings!” chirped a familiar voice, 
Cyn Greer appeared, carrying a pasteboard box in her 

hands, balancing it delicately, and carrying it like eggs. 
“Lunch!" she"cried. “Time to put on the feed bag.” 
“Darling!” cried Ran Boswell, coming up out of his 

cocoon of pipe smoke. “I love you!” 
Cyn glanced around. “What have you two knuckle¬ 

heads been doing here? Talking about art and beauty? Or 
just broads and bedrooms?" 

Ran Boswell turned to Cyn. “Phantoms, Cyn,” he 
said softly. 

Shad turned testily from his activity with the plates and 
bowls of food. “Lay off, Ran.” 

“Our friend of the hyperactive imagination was shot 
at the other night by a shade,” Ran went on. 

“Shot at?” Cyn asked, her face looking worried and 
apprehensive. 

“I’m telling you once and for all,” Ran said, “You’d 
better get on that cruise with Cyn and me and away from 
here before you split right down the middle! I don’t want 
to be responsible for making a nutnik out of you.” 

“This is no nut deal!” snapped Shad. “I was attacked 
out on the cape!” 

“What was the big attraction that got you out there in 
the first place?” Cyn asked, puzzled. 

“I wanted to find out what a mysterious light was doing 
out there.” 

Cyn nodded, almost as if she had decided Ran was 
right. “I see,” she said soothingly. 

“The hell!” Shad cried. “I’m telling you—” 
Cyn Greer looked at Shad carefully. “If you can’t 

shake this crazy obsession about that sea nymph, I think 
we will have to take steps. Shad. Really, it’s too much to 
put up with! I’m just afraid you’ll do something harmful 
to yourself. You must be restrained by professionals.” 

Shad glanced up, his eyes fiery. He looked at Ran, and 
then at Cyn. “What is this plot you two have worked out? 
Why do you want me out of here? Are you trying to ruin 
my painting? I need time and a quiet place to do my 
work. Is that what you’re after?” 
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Startled, he realized that his voice was rising. He felt 
the blood rush to his cheeks, felt the increasing hammer¬ 
ing of his heart. His palms were wet with perspiration. 

Ran and Cyn exchanged covert glances. 
“We’re trying to save you from a real breakdown. 

Shad,Cyn said quietly, “The cruise is the only way out 
for you. Nothing else will do but complete rest.” 

Shad, fighting desperately to retain control of himself* 
had wandered over to the wide window overlooking the 
cove. He stood there now, his hands plunged deeply in his 
pockets, glowering, 

“Rest, hell! You want me on that cruise so you can 
sink your lousy hooks into me, Cyn! And you know it!** 
He turned, glaring at her. “Damn it! Vm fed up with this 
cat-and-mouse game we play day and night, night and 
day, morning, noon and Sunday! I want out, Cyn! I want 
to be free! T want to be able to work the way I used to! 
Damn it, Fm not made to be housebroken like a god¬ 
damned poodle!” 

The words vibrated in the air. Shad himself was 
shocked at the raw, brutal sound of them. He stood there 
looking at Cyn, He saw the slow flush of red move into 
her cheeks, the sickened expression in her eyes, the rapid 
rise and fall of her magnificent breasts. 

“You can have it then, Shad!” she snapped, her voice 
low and level and menacing. “You can have your god¬ 
damned exalted freedom! You can get out of here and 
take your lousy canvases with you! Fm through, Shad. 
1 m through footing the bills and letting you ride rough¬ 
shod over me! You can get out!" 

Somewhere in the past few moments Ran Boswell had 
lit up his pipe. He was now exuding clouds of nervous 
smoke from his tense, round face. 

Goodbye* then!” Shad cried, and spun around on his 
heel. 

For a moment all three were arrested in a strange 
tableau of indecision, fury and loss of control. 

“Oh, my god!” screamed Cyn. “You can’t do this to 
me. Shad! I don’t mean it! Fm just nervous! Fm afraid 
for you! I didn’t mean it at all! You’ve got to stay!” 
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And she was in his arms. 
He stared at her, touched the soft, velvety hair that 

flowed down about her face, down about his chest, over 
his hands and wrists. He touched her tear-stained cheeks, 
her chin, her throat. She pressed herself to him in a spasm 
of loneliness, of despair, of entreaty. 

“Cyn,” he breathed in her ear. 
She shuddered in his arms, shaking from head to toe. 
She lifted her ruined face to his, staring at him through 

the wetness of her tears, her lashes glistening with crystal¬ 
line silver motes. She lifted her lips to his, then, and 
caught his face in her hands, her fingernails digging into 
his ears, pulling his head closer to her mouth. 

She kissed him with trembling lips, her body shaking 
and shuddering next to his, her strong thrusting breasts 
moving against his flesh, her thighs pressing to him, her 
whole body tight to his. 

“God, Shad/' she whispered. “Don't leave me! Don't 
go away. I don't know how I say things like this.” 

“Kitten,” he murmured, touching her lashes with his 
fingertips, and kissing her softly on the mouth. 

“You’ve got to come with me. You’ve got to come on 
the cruise,” she said, her lips breaking apart like rose 
petals in the rain, her teeth white and strong. “On the 
cruise.” She smiled and closed her eyes, now safely in his 
arms, now secure and warm and protected forever. 

Without another word Shad disengaged himself from 
her, and placed her gently on the punee. Then he turned 
and glanced at Ran Boswell, Ran had moved over to the 
lunch table and was browsing through the box of catered 
food Cyn had brought with her. Then he held aloft a 
bottle of vintage champagne, reading the label laboriously 
in the light of the window, “Cordon Rouge, Champagne 
Brut, Reims, France. Not bad,” he muttered. 

“Pour it,” said Shad, Ran looked up, read his eyes, 
and moved to the table. He put down the bottle against 
the surface, propped it up and worked at the cork with 
his thumbs. It eased out, slowly. It popped. 

Ran Boswell poured three glasses of champagne. 
Shad brought Cyn’s drink to her. She was seated on 
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the punee, her hair disheveled and pouring down over her 
shoulders and neck like water. Her face was glowing from 
the tears and the emotion, her eyes bright and starry. 
She had put on fresh lipstick. 

Shad had never seen her look lovelier. 
He sat down by her and the three lifted their glasses 

and sipped their champagne in a voiceless toast to the 
future, 

“Oh, darling,” Cyn said after a moment. “We've no 
anchovies. I can't eat my appetizers at all without an- 
chovie paste.” Cyn turned her magnificent eyes on Ran 
Boswell. “Would you be a dear. Ran, and run down to 
Seahaven for a can of them?” 

Ran Boswell glanced at Cyn, studied her a moment 
and then looked at Shad. No one said anything. 

Ran stood up, set his champagne down on the table, 
and went to the door. 

“Don’t let the bubbles go out of that,” he said with a 
smile. “Give me a half hour, kids,” and he left the house. 
Cyn smiled at him. 

6 

They drank their champagne silently for a moment, 
and when they had finished their first glass, Shad poured 
more. They drank their second, and then Shad filled the 
third. They were halfway through that one when Cyn, 
slightly tipsy, left the room for a moment, headed in the 
general direction of the bathroom. 

Shad sat stupified on the punee, drinking his third 
champagne glass, and wondering what had happened to 
Cynthia Greer. 

Then he heard her voice from the bedroom upstairs. 
“Shad!” she called. 
He looked up, 
“Come here!” 
He tried to rise but could not. “What’s the matter?” 

he asked, 
“Silliest thing happened,” she cried. “Come here!” And 

she giggled. 
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He frowned, put down the champagne glass, and 
maneuvered his way carefully up the stairs* 

He reached his bedroom door and heard her laughing 
to herself inside* He wondered vaguely what was so 
damned funny about his bedroom. He pushed the door 
open. 

He saw what it was. There was a girl in his bed. She 
was a lovely, full-breasted, smiling, luscious woman, ripe 
and mature, rounded and curved in the classic manner, 
completely naked and sitting there with her arms out¬ 
stretched, her lips parted, her head thrown back, her 
hair flowing freely about her bare shoulders, her breasts 
upthrust and her body soft, pliant and desirous. 

Cyn Greer. 
“What’s so damned funny?” Shad mumbled, moving 

to the bed and grinning down at her like an ape* 
“Lost my clothes!” Cyn giggled, “Tried to brush my 

teeth in the John and lost my clothes!” 
“A likely story,” Shad said. 
“Likely. I likely you, Shad ” she mumbled, clasping 

her hands behind his neck. He kissed her. She kissed him. 
The warm breasts rose to meet his own now naked 

chest. Somewhere his shirt fluttered through the air to 
the floor, perhaps never to be retrieved again. 

“Lost my own clothes,” Shad muttered later. “And I 
didn’t even try to brush my teeth!” 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 

1 

Dusk was creeping in over the cove when Shad Crispin 
awoke. He was lying there in the disheveled bed, with the 
scent of Cyn Greer still hovering over him. Now she was 
gone, even if it were only till another day, but Shad felt he 
had to face the fact that Cyn was still a complete enigma to 
him. Not so much she herself, but her relationship to him. 
She was everything he had ever wanted in a woman- It 
puzzled him still that some strange ambivalence in his 
own character made him shy away from her and fear her, 
while at the same time he needed her and demanded her. 

Enigma or not, Shad knew there was something in his 
inner subconscious that feared Cyn Greer as an eternal 
companion. From the very start of his relationship with 
her, something in her had held him off. 

Was her aggressiveness the fault? From the beginning, 
Cyn had pursued Shad. She had given to him. Money. 
Help. Advancement, A house. A work place. Food. Ani¬ 
mal comforts. Herself, 

There was nothing she had denied him. 
Perversity, thought Shad. Perversity dictated that be* 

cause of what she had given, Shad should not desire Cyn, 
the protector, the benevolent mistress, the earth mother. 
And Cyn Greer was the first in a long line of sex mates 
who had a settled determination for a permanent relation¬ 
ship. This shocking fact had gradually permeated Shad’s 
consciousness during the first two or three weeks of their 
idyllic affair here on the rockbound coast of Connecticut* 

And against the ail-invasive tightening vise of female 
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possessiveness, Shad had begun to rebel. He had evaded 
the presence of this lovely woman with all the devious 
tricks of a dedicated eremite. It was an interesting psy¬ 
chological fact, he thought in retrospect, that shortly 
after this obvious conflict had become overt between them* 
Lissa Cloud had appeared. 

Shad flung himself out of bed and approached the nar¬ 
row turret-like window overlooking the darkened cove. 
He got a pack ofcigarettes and fumbled for a smoke. 

Yes, he mused with a stunned awareness. It was just 
as Ran Boswell had said. Shad Crispin's subconscious 
was fighting tooth and nail against any involvement with 
Cyn Greer. In order to drive a wedge between himself 
and the woman who was bound and determined to con¬ 
sume him, he had erected a defensive machination: the 
ghost of Lissa Cloud. The beautiful virgin from the sea 
was obviously the indirect action his subconscious had 
taken to protect him from Cyn Greer and the magnetic 
physical hold she exerted over him. 

2 

So long as the sea nymph remained in his imagination 
to return and cut him off from full and final involvement 
with Cyn Greer, so long as this dream persisted, Shad 
knew, he would be haunted and demon-ridden. He would 
abandon himself to such ghoulish pursuits as ripping up 
his paintings, racing about madly, babbling nonsense to 
his friends and inventing ghost gunmen who attacked him 
from non-existent boats. 

But, if he could exorcise the Lissa Cloud hallucination. 
Shad Crispin would not be risking a future of intermittent 
madness, and perhaps the final darkness of perpetual in¬ 
sanity. 

If Lissa Cloud was an invention of his mind, he could 
quite possibly imagine her deliberately. Then, once she 
had appeared, he could quite possibly reverse the pro¬ 
cedure and cause her to vanish forever. 

In the murk beyond the pane of glass he saw a move¬ 
ment ou the ocean, A boat? A shape? A head? 
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He grinned. 
His subconscious had beaten him to the draw. His sub¬ 

conscious was already fast at work summoning up Lissa 
Cloud once again. 

Was it really she? 
He puffed on the cigarette, standing there a long time, 

trying to scan with his eye the weaving, rythmically shift¬ 
ing tapestry of the ocean's surface. 

Was there really someone out there? 
Had he succeeded in creating her deliberately? If he 

had, he might finally gain fuff control of the dream. If he 
had, he might really be taking the first step in rooting out 
the phantom that was driving him into madness. 

Shad returned to the bed, lay on it, smoking, until the 
cigarette went out. Then he dozed. 

When he finally awoke some time later, it was pitch 
dark outside. He heard the scraping, then, the touch of 
fingers on the glass, the whispering of voices in a crypt- 
like vacancy, Lissa, he thought. 

He slung his legs over the side of the bed. Then he 
heard the voice, 

“Shad! Shad!” 
Lissa Cloud was calling him, 

3 

She huddled there in the darkness, just outside the huge 
oaken door that opened off the spiral stone stairway, 
clutching her shoulders in her hands, huddled over, naked, 
dripping wet, and shaking with the cold, 

“Shad! Let me in!'1 
He stood aside and pulled her in, an almost occult 

smile on his lips. He was wise to this game now. He knew 
the girt was trot real. And he knew why she was here. 
He knew, and he was at last sure that he would soon 
rocQver and be all right. 

Lissa ran up the stone steps, scuttling like a wild crea¬ 
ture; and vanished into the darkened interior of the bed- 
mpom. He could hear her fumbling in a drawer of the 
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bureau, looking for the old tee shirt and dungarees she 
had worn before. 

He came into the big work room and snapped on the 
floor lamp. He sat in the sling chair, waiting for her to 
come down the stairs and appear. 

She had combed her golden hair. As she came to him, 
her lips smiling, her golden eyes glowing, she seemed to 
exude the smell of the sea and the scent of far-off places. 

She leaned down to kiss him on the mouth, her hands 
running lightly over the back of his neck. 

Their lips met. He tasted brine and flesh and his head 
swam with the vitality of her. 

Yet he knew she was a dream.. . 
She moved away from him, looking at him through 

those tilted, slightly oriental eyes. Her breath came out 
evenly and calmly. Her hands rested placidly in her lap. 

Yet underneath her cool and reserved surface there was 
a turmoil of emotion seething about in her. He could sense 
that, 

“Lissa” Shad said evenly. “X never thought Fd see you 
again,” 

She frowned. “Why not?” 
“Those paintings of mine you tore up. I never thought 

you’d have the nerve to come back.” 
“Fve been back before this, Shad,” she whispered. 
He eyed her curiously. “I don’t think I saw you.” 
“No,” she said. Her golden eyes moved slowly to his. 

“I cried out to you to help you, but you didn’t hear me.” 
“In the cove,” Shad said, nodding. “You did cry out 

my name. You did help me.” 
“Oh, yes,” she said, smiling softly, her hair falling down 

slightly over one eye. 
“I thought for a moment you were the man in the 

boat,” Shad said flatly, 
“Oh, no,” she said, “I saw you were in danger, Shad. 

I saw you drowning. I came back to you to save you.” 
She turned her eyes away from his probing gaze. 
“Oh,” he said. “Go on.” 
“I came and I carried you to the beach on the waves. I 

deposited you on the sand, and I made sure the waves 
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would not take you back in again. I tied a seaweed wrist 
band to you. I wrote my name in the sand so you would 
know I had been there.” 

Shad nodded. “I saw it.” 
She smiled. “Then what is there to be so withdrawn 

about?” 
“Withdrawn?” Shad repeated, watching her closely* 

“Do I seem withdrawn?” 
“Yes,” she whispered. “Why are you suspicious of me?” 
“I guess,” Shad said gently, “if s because I don't happen 

to believe a word of it.” 
Her golden eyes flashed at him* wide, hurt, sick. 
“If you weren’t with that gunman in the rowboat,” he 

snapped, “how did you manage to escape him? Why 
didn’t he shoot you the way he shot me? Why didn’t he 
kill you?” 

She watched him, her lips curving seductively at the 
corners. “He did not shoot me because he did not see 
me.” 

Shad’s mouth dropped open. “You were underwater? 
Is that why he didn’t see you?” 

“That,” said Lissa quietly, “and because he was not 
meant to see me.” Her golden eyes darted to his. “It was 
dark, you recall,” she amended quickly, as if she had 
made some kind of slip of the tongue, “It was dark and 
he could not see me.” 

Shad bit his lip. “Okay. So thafs your story, is it?” 
She spread her dainty hands. “But of course. It is the 

truth.” 

“Why did you come back tonight, Lissa?” Shad asked. 
“I don’t really know,” she said vaguely. “I got the 

strangest impression that you needed me, that you wanted 
to see me.” 

“That I called you?” Shad said, the ghost of a smile on 
his lips. 

She faced him directly, openly. “That’s it exactly,” she 
said boldly. “Because you called me.” 

Shad’s eyes narrowed, and he fumbled in his pockets 
for a pack of cigarettes. “1 must have an awfully loud 
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voice, mustn't I, Lissa? to reach you over all that dis¬ 
tance?” 

“There are voices and there are voices. Shad. The 
voice of love far outreaches all the rest.” 

He got his cigarette going. “Uh huh,” 
Her eyes searched his face worriedly, “It is love be¬ 

tween us, you know ” she said softly. “When you call 
me, I come. I thought you knew that. 1 am yours. Totally 
and forever.” 

“Yes,” said Shad, “you are mine, totally and forever 
because outside of me you do not exist.” He looked at 
her bleakly, a flat smile on his lips. 

She thought about that. “Perhaps that is one way of put¬ 
ting it” she said. “If that is the way you want to explain 
true love, I have no objections. There is only one thing I 
ask of you.” 

He raised an eyebrow. 
“I want you to leave this place forever. Shad. I want 

you to go away from the studio here on top of the 
cliff, and never come back,” 

His eyes widened. He puffed on his cigarette and 
fumbled for some answer. “I don't understand why I 
should,” he said. “Why? Is it because of the person who 
owns this studio? Because of Cyn Greer?” 

She shook her head, her golden eyes starting to fill with 
tears, “No, Not because of her. She means nothing to me. 
She means even less to you, although you think differently. 
It is not her I am frightened of. It is the other*” 

Shad frowned. “The other?” 
“The man in the boat,” she said tearfully. “And all he 

stands for ” 
“Now we get down to brass tacks,” Shad said grimly, 

“What about the mao in the boat? Who is he?” 
“Who he is does not matter. If I knew, I wouldn't 

bother to tell you. But the reason he comes matters much.” 
Shad smoked in silence. 
“The reason he comes—is to kill you, Shad. Next time 

he will succeed. You must leave.” 
“Why is he trying to kill me?” Shad stared at the 

veil of smoke m front of him. 
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“I do not know. But I do know if you remain in this 
cement and glass prison it will become your tomb.” 

He grinned wryly. ‘This is a new kick for you, Lissa,” 
he said with a laugh. 

T am serious/’ she said, her golden eyes staring almost 
sightlessly into his, their depths black and bottomless as 
the pit of belt. 

“Tell me more/1 he muttered. 
“No more,” she whispered, moving toward him. They 

looked at each other. “You must come away with me.” 
Shad frowned. “No,” he said finally. 
Her eyes split in two with sudden, unexpected rage. 

“You do not love me!” she screamed. “You have gone 
back to the cither one! I can tell she has been with vqu! 
You are different! You are all acrawl with her, Shad! 
You have slept in her arms!” 

“Lissa,” said Shad desperately. “Please.” 
She had come back to him to warn him about a 

danger? A likely tale. He shook his head irritably. She 
had come back to fight Cyn Greer. She might be a phan¬ 
tom, but she was all woman. 

“I don’t care,” she said tensely, sitting stoically on the 
punee beside him, staring off into space. T came here to 
save your life. But now I do not care. I will let you die.” 

Shad drew deeply on the cigarette and let the smoke 
trail up out of his lungs. 

“The warning was true?” he asked. 
She turned to him, her golden eyes now overflowing. 

“You will be killed. Shad. The same man will try it again. 
You must leave this place. Elsewhere you may be safe,” 

“Elsewhere?” Shad whispered. 
“With me, Shad.” 
Shad stared at her as she leaned to him and kissed him 

with her briny lips, pressing her young vibrant body to 
his, entwining his body with the cool, burning flesh of 
lust and animal need. 

He thought of seaweed and kelp and the pale ghostly 
luminescence of the underwater world and he thought of 
the sea and of the nymphs that inhabit its bottomless 
depths and sing the songs of sirens to snare the helpless 
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sailors and swimmers and human beings and entrap 
them in their tangled clinging shroud-like nets of song**. • 

4 

Abruptly, Shad disengaged himself from Lissa and said, 
“I sent a letter to Randolph, Iowa*’1 

She took a moment to recover, and then said blankly. 
“Randolph?” 

“Yes* Randolph, Iowa* The place you said you came 
from,” 

“Oh,” she said. She averted her eyes* 
«I received the answer that there never was anyone 

named Cloud who lived in the town.” 
“Oh,” she said. 
“You didn’t come from Iowa, did you, Lissa?” 
She studied him shrewdly, “If you say so.” 
“What kind of answer is that?” 
“Well, what kind of question is it? Fd say offhand It 

was a rude, impertinent and completely boorish question,” 
“Maybe it is ” Shad said softly, “Where did you come 

from, Lissa?” 
Her head turned away* 
“Where did you come from?” He leaned over and 

tipped her chin up with his forefinger. She could not avoid 
looking into his eyes* 

“Don’t you know?” she asked steadily* 
It went through him like lightning* “Yes," he said* “I 

know damned well where you came from, Lissa, I invented 
you! That’s where you came from!” 

She was sitting in front of him, her head down. Rut as 
the words whipped out, lashing the air, her head slowly 
lifted, and her eyes, her golden, endless eyes, moved up 
to his face. Her lips curved in an incredulous smile of 
disbelief, of amazement 

“What?” she said* 
"I made you up!” Shad repeated angrily, pacing back 

and forth across the floor now, thoroughly furious with 
himself, with Lissa Cloud, with the madness that had 
possessed him and would not let him go. 
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“But, Shad—” 
“No! You aren’t a human being, Llssa! You’re nothing! 

You’re a goddamn sprite, A figment of my imagination! f 
snapped my fingers and you came, I invented you to tor¬ 
ment me! And I called you back tonight for one reason.” 
He glared at her. 

She had turned her dazed face toward him, following 
his erratic progress up and down the floor, with that small, 
wan grin on her soft lips. 

“You made me up?” she repeated weakly. 
“Yes, Lissa!” Shad shouted. “And I hereby dls-invent 

you! I hereby demand that you leave me! 1 hereby de¬ 
mand that you go back to the world of my imagination and 
never come back!” 

Her mouth dropped open. She stared at him for a 
broken moment, and then suddenly her whole face 
changed. The color came back to it, and her eyes closed, 
and her mouth opened wide, and her head went back. 

She let out an uncontrollable guffaw of laughter that 
was unnerving to Shad, And she continued laughing, her 
whole body shaking, the tee shirt pulling tightly against her 
breasts, her hips moving up and down on the punee, 
her hands helplessly lying limp at her sides, her body 
racked convulsively by the mirth that welled up in her 
like an effervescent fountain. 

“Lissa!” cried Shad, the anger flaming in him. He 
moved over to her. 

She tried to catch her breath but failed. 
“Lissa!” he shouted, and moved forward, lashing at her 

cheek with his open palm. 
The sound of the blow hung in the air. Instantly, Lissa’s 

laughter stopped. She moved into alertness. She sat bolt 
upright, holding her cheek with her hand, glaring at 
Shad with her golden, tear-stained eyes. 

“You fool!” she snapped. “Don’t you ever do that 
again!” 

He bit his lip. He sat down beside her, “Don’t make 
me, Lissa,” he said evenly, looking at her through nar¬ 
rowed lids. “Don’t laugh like that.” 

She watched him a moment longer, holding her cheek 
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and sniffling. "Yon cannot demand of me, Shad,” she said 
softly, taking her small hand away and looking down at it 
Then she went on: "You’re mad. Shad,” she said in an 
undertone. “Hopelessly mad. To say such a thing to me” 

He reached out his hand and took hers in it. They sat 
that way for a long moment 

"What do you mean?” he asked. 
She shook her head lightly. "Think of the logic of it, 

Shad,” she said softly. "You say you invented me. And 
now you demand 1 return where I came from. You de¬ 
mand I get back into the caverns and crevasses of your 
mind.” 

He pursed his lips. "Yes.” He squeezed her hand. 
"If I am made up,” she went on, doggedly, "if I do 

not exist, then I am nothing. If I am nothing, how can I be 
here with you?” 

He frowned. 
"And if I am not here with you,” she continued, inexor¬ 

ably, “how can I return to the place I came from?” 
He dropped her hand and stood glowering down at her. 

He groped for words, but none would come. She had 
trapped his intellectual mind with her logic. 

He slumped oo the punee beside her. She smiled at 
him, her small energetic hands wrestling with each other in 
her lap. 

"Then,” he said, turning to her desperately, "you re¬ 
fuse to leave?” 

“But of course,” she said, almost gleefully* 
Shad shrugged. "I give up.” 
"I stay?” 
"You stay.” 
“Well, f should hope so.” 
She smiled enigmatically, and leaned back in the punee, 

her hands laced behind her neck, propped against a 
bolster. 

Her breasts pushed out against the tee shirt and the 
dungarees pulled tightly to her hips. She moved herself 
alluringly and veiled her eyes against Shad's burning gaze. 
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5 

The problem was essentially this: was Lissa Cloud a 
woman? Or was she a product of Shad Crispin's overactive 
imagination? 

Shad shook his head* He felt the perspiration on his 
brow* Many times before in the middle of a nightmare, he 
had brushed the sweat off his brow. 

Was this a dream, too? His common sense told him it 
was* But—he was an artist* A realistic artist whose paint¬ 
ings brought to vivid life objects not at all attached to the 
canvas. As an artist he was capable of creating the most 
vivid dreams of all—dreams that anyone else could see 
as well as he* 

He had created Lissa Cloud, he had painted her, he 
had dreamed of her, he had touched her, he had moulded 
her like a sculptor, he had painted her, he had lain in bed 
with her. 

The virgin sea nymph. 
Yes, Who could dream a more perfect, a more wonder¬ 

ful dream than an artist? 
No one, 
Cyn Greer, Perhaps he had created Cyn Greer, Per¬ 

haps he had created Ran Boswell, Perhaps he had created 
them to set them against Lissa Cloud to prove Lissa unreal. 
Perhaps he had created the woman with money as a pro¬ 
jection of hts own desires for security, and perhaps he had 
created Ran Boswell for part of the same thing* A man 
who could say fine things about Shad's paintings* 

Perhaps Lissa Cloud was real, and all the rest false, 
“Shad,” 
She was speaking to him. He felt the breath of her 

mouth on his ear. He turned. She was fiesh and blood and 
she was leaning against him and she was touching Ms 
face with her velvet lips. 

Real? 
HeU, yes, she was real* 
All else was ideation, imagination, phantasmagoria* 
Lissa turned the lamp off and they stared out the big 
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window into the darkness of the cove. The moon had 
finally appeared, just a little less than fall, pouring its 
golden honey over the breeze-tossed waters of the cove. 

She struggled out of her tee shirt, her body warm and 
gleaming in the darkness of the work room. She shucked 
the dungarees and moved about in the room stark naked. 
She stood beside the window and looked out, holding her 
hands high in the air like a suppliant to the moon goddess. 

Shad saw her breasts rise with the pull of her shoulder 
muscles. He saw the flatness of her body, he saw the 
curves of her thighs and hips. She gleamed like a statue, a 
living, breathing statue, and she looked over her shoulder 
at him archly. 

Shad did not move. He stared at her, his pulse pound¬ 
ing and his breath choking him. He held himself rigid with 
the power of his will. In the darkness he couid hear the 
sound of his stertorous breathing, 

‘The paintings are aU gone?” Lissa said suddenly, 
watching him with her golden eyes. 

Shad smiled briefly. “The ones you destroyed? Yes. 
Quite gone,” His mouth curved bitterly. 

She came to him, standing over him, her body warm and 
exuding the peculiar scent of her wildness. “There is no 
one to be jealous of now,” she said, smiling. 

He frowned, “The paintings? Why should you be 
jealous of those paintings?” 

She laughed. “But it is so easy to see! You painted those 
girls. You created them. Now they are all destroyed. I 
have no rival,” 

He stared at her. 
She reached out and touched his face. “You like me a 

little bit, Shad?” she asked. 
He glared at her. 
She reached up her hands and gently touched her 

breasts. She watched his eyes. He gazed at her hungrily, 
desperately intent on remaining seated and detached 
from her, 

“You like me some?” she repeated. 
He turned his head from her. He could feel the sweat 

again, soaking through Ms clothes. 
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She touched his face with her hands, little butterflies of 
fingers, trailing about his chin, his cheeks, his brow. He 
leaned back, watching. She moved to him, her skin 
silken and heavy on his body as she nestled in his lap. 

He felt the tautness of her nipples against his shirt 
front, he felt the weight of her thighs on his lap, he felt 
the cottony breathlessness of her hair against his neck. 

Her arms snaked around him. Her lips enfolded his 
mouth. She sank away from him, pulling him with her. Her 
lips sucked greedily at his mouth, and then he felt her 
tongue, stabbing into his mouth, rousing all the fires in 
him to fever pitch. 

He reached out and gripped her pliant flesh in Ms hands 
as a drowning man might grab for a life raft. A sea of 
flame and destruction opened up at his feet, consuming 
him with its latent, combustive power. He pushed against 
her. He swarmed over her on the punee. She spilled to the 
floor on the soft carpet. They lay there on the floor, and 
the moon sent its pools of weeping, golden light over them 
like an offering at the altar of Diana, 

There was her flesh and her mouth and her body against 
his, and the tension pulling at him unleashed itself sud¬ 
denly against her, and she moaned softly as he tore at 
her with all his strength, and then, before it could begin, 
she had leaped to her feet and was gone. 

6 

He lay there, dazed, his head afire, his body coiled and 
ready to fly into a million pieces. 

Lissa, Lissa Qoud. 
He heard the sniffling noise then, far off. Lissa, 
He ran down the stairs. He felt the tears running 

down Ms cheeks in horrible frustration. He ran and he 
ran and he ran. He saw her. 

She was naked and fleeing like a sandpiper across the 
dunes. She ran for the waves, the moonlight streaming 
from her* 

He ran through the open oaken door to the sand. The 
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waves lapped against the sand Mssingly, sibiiaotly, caress¬ 
ingly* 

Then she was gone* 
He looked up and down the beach. There was no Lissau 

She was gone. Gone like a Cloud, 
He stood there, his mouth open, his eyes staring. He 

tipped back his head and laughed long and loud. Like a 
Good. 

Lordy, Lordyl He had made her up—and he had given 
her a name that should have been a tip-off to him. He 
had called her “cloud/" A phantasm. Why couldn’t he see 
that? 

Then his laughter stopped, choked in his throat. He was 
looking out into the waves. He could see her now. She 
stood beckoning to him. Holding out her arms to him. 

He was into the water, leaping through the wavelets 
about his ankles, crying out her name. He was up to Ms 
knees, tearing through the briny, sticky water, hurtling 
against the strength of the oldest, most volatile element 
of earth—the sea. 

But he could not see her. 
“LissaP 
Only the sibilant laving of the water on the beach. Only 

the soft liquescent murmurings around him. Only the 
sea. 

Then: 
“Shad!" 
He turned toward the beach, 
“Shad! Come back here!” 
Ran Boswell! Shad turned back, gazing out into the 

cove, Lissa had known Ran was coming. She had sensed 
it. She had gone. That was what had happened. Ran 
Boswell’s presence had frightened her away. 

He plunged out further, fighting the water, fighting the 
waves, fighting the briny deep. 

“Shad!” 
He paid no attention to Ran Boswell. 
Ran plunged in after him. Shad was to his shoulders 

now, fighting the pressure of the incoming tide. Ran 
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followed swiftly, pushing forward frantically* He shouted 
and cried and shouted some more. 

Shad felt Ran’s fingers now, grasping Shad's neck. 
‘‘Get away from me!” Shad shouted. 
“Stop it, you fool!” Ran yelled. “You’ll drown your¬ 

self!” 
“Get off me!” Shad backhanded Ran m the face. Ran 

went down, floundering. 
“Shad! Come out of the water!” 
‘Tve got to find her,” Shad cried, “Lissa! Lissa Cloud!” 
“You're crazy. Shad!” screamed Ran, leaping out of 

the foam and encircling Shad's neck. He brought him 
down under the water. Shad tasted salt and sand. He 
came up, choking. 

Ran would not let go. 
Shad swung, pushing Ran under. Ran kicked and 

shouldered Shad. They went into the water again, swirling 
about and flailing each other. 

The waves propelled them in closer to shore. Knee- 
deep now, they slugged each other, now one pulling down, 
now the other. They rolled over and over, and finally 
Shad picked up Ran Boswell by the shirt front and 
bashed in his face with a hard right 

Ran went down soggily. 
Shad looked at the man at his feet, the shirt billow¬ 

ing out about the chest, filled with water and sand. 
Then he leaned over, lifted Ran Boswell, and dragged 

him to the beach. 
Over his shoulder he searched the cove, but he could 

see no sign of Lissa Cloud. 
She was gone. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 

1 

They lingered over lunch, Ran, Cyn and Shad, munching 
toasted English muffins smeared with imported Scotch 
marmalade, 

“I can only remember a vague bit of last night’s trou¬ 
ble/1 Shad said finally, alluding for the first time to the 
strange and bizarre adventure on the beach. 

Ran grinned. “You remember me trying to drag you 
out of the water?” 

Shad shook his head. “Not clearly. I don’t understand 
quite what I was doing,” 

“You claimed you were going out after Lissa Cloud,” 
Shad frowned. “Yes. I guess I was at that.” He remem¬ 

bered some of it. He had been following Lissa Cloud, She 
had taken her clothes off, she had teased him, and then 
she had run out of the studio and vanished in the ocean, 

“She came here, Ran,” Shad said. “I went out to bring 
her back, I thought she might drown out so deep.” 

Ran looked at Shad through narrowed lids. He turned 
to Cyn Greer. “See?” 

Cyn bit her lip and looked at Shad. “You actually saw 
that girl here?” she asked. 

“Saw her? Of course I saw her.” Shad paused, “She 
came to me and warned me to get out of here,” 

Ran turned abruptly to Shad. “Warned you?” 
“Yes. She said someone was out to kill me,” 
Ran smiled knowingly and went on with his questions, 

“And the girl? Did she come to you this time fetchingly, 
attired in a lowcut dress, wearing perfume?” Ran per¬ 
sisted. 
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Shad blushed. “No.” 
“What was she wearing, then. Shad?" Ran continued. 
“Nothing!" 
Ran leaned back, dumping his napkin on the table in 

front of him. “Q.E.D.,” he said, spreading his hands. “You 
see, Cyn? He dreams up this vision of sex incarnate, im¬ 
agines she is trying to seduce him and then follows her 
naked body out into the sea. To catch the nymph? Non¬ 
sense! To give Shad a decent enough excuse to swim out 
beyond help and drown himself.” 

Shad snorted. 
Cyn looked at Shad worriedly. “He’s right, you know,” 

she said. “Ran has hit the nail on the head.” 
“We’ve got to get you out of here and to a doctor, old 

man,” Ran frowned. “The sooner the better. If we wait 
too long, we’re liable to lose you completely.” 

Shad" stared at Cyn Greer. “This is all part of your 
plot, isn’t it, Cyn? Your plot to get me away from here, 
on board a ship somewhere, and then lower the boom on 
me?" 

Cyn’s face turned fiery red. “Oh, for God’s sake. Shad! 
Don’t be such an utter ass!” 

Shad turned and glared at Ran with a jaundiced eye. “I 
don’t know but what I even wonder what you were doing 
out there in the water with me. Trying to bring me back to 
shore? Or pull me under?” 

Ran’s eyes widened. His mouth dropped open in stupe¬ 
faction. “Me? Trying to pull you under? Baby, that’s the 
mis-statement of the year. I might even accuse you of try¬ 
ing to do me in.” 

Shad grunted. 
Cyn Greer watched Shad stoically. “When a man begins 

to blame his best friend of deliberately attacking him. try¬ 
ing to drown him in the ocean, Shad, I think it’s high time 
he did see some kind of a head doctor.” 

Shad stared at her. “You still don’t believe there is a 
Lissa Cloud, do you, Cyn?” 

“No,” Cvn said defiantly. “1 can’t say that I do.” 
“What about the tee shirt and the dungarees?" 
Cyn frowned. “What tee shirt and dungarees?” 
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Shad pointed to the floor where Lissa Cloud had shed 
her clothes the night before* “They were lying right there. 
What did you do with them? That’s proof, anyway*” 

Cyn turned to Ran and they eyed each other uneasily* 
“There was no tee shirt, Shad,” Cyn said softly* 
Ran shook his head slowly in corroboration. 
Shad closed his eyes. 

2 

At one, Ran Boswell left the studio for a short run into 
Seahaven* He would not divulge his purpose. 

Cyn and Shad sat together in the work room, Shad was 
working on his series of abstracts* Cyn Greer lounged 
on the punee and watched him, keeping a thin cloud of 
cigarette smoke rising between them* 

“What are you doing, Shad?” she asked finally. 
He glanced around, holding the brush in the air, poised 

for a stroke* He laughed* “Why do you ask?” 
She shook her head* “I don’t think I can understand 

any of that. It all looks like wallpaper art.” 
Shad shrugged. “They’re abstractions, Cyu* Vm doing 

them for Ran, if you really want to know* It’s not my 
primary style* I still prefer women and landscapes.” 

“Uh huh*” 
“He’s been promising me a showing here in Seahaven*” 
“I know* Well?” 
“Well, since the Spanish nudes all got torn up, Fm tak¬ 

ing a try at some Connecticut abstracts*” 
Cyn sighed. “I don’t know yet why you had to go tear 

up all your Spanish paintings.” 
Shad turned and looked at Cyn. “You still think that, 

don’t you?” 
“Yes, I do*” 
Shad shrugged* ■‘Maybe it’s defense again. I don’t like 

the way T paint, and I’m destroying the work I create*” 
“You talk like a psychiatrist.” 
“Of course. Fm repeating Ran Boswell* He does all the 

thinking for the three of us.” 
Cyn laughed. 
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“You laugh?” Shad said. *‘I think he’s got a big thing 
on for you, Cyn. I think that’s the real story, 1 think he’s 
not only after your money bags but also after you. And I 
think that’s why he’s trying to make me look like a jerk. 
So he can grab you on the rebound, I didn’t try to drown 
myself last night, Cyn. He tried to push me under,” 

She stared at him. “Don’t be silly!” 
“No, Cyn. Tm serious, I think he’s also sent that Lissa 

Cloud person here to try and make me look like some kind 
of a nutnik,” 

“Ran Boswell sent that girl here?” Cyn repeated in¬ 
credulously, “You do need a head doctor! Why on earth 
would he do that?” 

“I just said. To make me look crazy,” Shad stared out 
the big tombstone window info the ocean. “Unless there’s 
another reason why Lissa Cloud came here,” 

“Oh, Shad!” sighed Cyn hopelessly, 
“Unless there is something valuable here that someone 

wants.” 
“Valuable?” Cyn said. “Like what? Your paintings?” 
Shad stared at Cyn, “Maybe you’ve hit the truth, Cyn!” 

he said excitedly. 
“But darlirH You’re not exactly Rembrandt, are you?” 
Shad laughed, “Not yet. But mavbe someday! Right 

now, mavbe there is a reason somebody would want to 
prowl mv studio!” 

“Like?” 
“Like this!” Shad hurled down his brush and moved 

quickly out of the room. He hurried down the staircase in 
the rock. He beckoned to Cyn and she followed him in¬ 
dolently, her hips moving smoothly under her dress, her 
less showing tanned thighs and ankles as she walked down 
the stairs. 

The Spanish Gallery was quiet and deserted when Shad 
and On entered. Shad went over to the closet and pulled 
out a wooden crate. It was full of torn pieces of canvas 
and broken hunks of wood, 

“The wrecked canvases?” On asked curiously. 
Shad nodded. He reached into the mess and drew out 
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one of the splintered pieces of wood. He examined it 
carefully and then laid it down on the floor* 

“What do you think you’re doing?” Cyn asked* 
Shad sifted through the remnants ha the crate and 

puiled out another piece of wood* 
“Tin checking out the frames,” 
Cyn frowned “What about the frames?” 
“Maybe it’s not the paintings of the Spanish nudes that 

are important, Cyn. Maybe it’s the frames.” 
Cyn scowled, “What on earth are you babbling about* 

Shad?” 

These frames came with the second-hand canvases I 
bought in Lisbon. I told you about them* Doesn’t that flag 
something to you?” 

“Lisbon?” 
“Sure* Lisbon was the big spy center of World War If. 

It became the center of international intrigue shortly after 
1945* Now the Reds have a fine, functioning net there, 
and so do the Western powers* Today it’s the clearing 
house for all kinds of international hankypanky*” 

But, Shad, What has that to do with your paintings? 
Do you think there are messages hidden in the frames?” 
Cyn was smiling when she said it* 

Shad shrugged. “Hand in glove with espionage and in¬ 
ternational crime goes one thing, Cyn* One thing that 
makes a raft of money to help finance the rest,” 

Cyn nodded, her mouth open slightly. “Dope,” 
“That’s right* Suppose someone had inserted a cache of 

raw dope into these frames in Lisbon. I would bring in the 
frames with the canvases, getting past the unsuspecting 
eyes of the customs agents. Pm an unlikely suspect, with a 
clean record. The dope peddlers might have decided on me 
from the first* The idea would be to retrieve the dope from 
the frames once Pd gotten them safely into the States*” 

“I see. Then someone would be informed, would buy 
your pictures at a sale and get at the drug cache.” 

“Exactly*” Shad squinted at a piece of the frame he 
had pulled out from the bottom of the pile, “It’s a far¬ 
fetched scheme, all right. But Pm trying desperately to put 
together the pieces of this damnable puzzle,” 
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“The puzzle?” 
“The puzzle of Lissa Cloud*” Shad eyed Cyn leveHy. 

“She’s real, Cyn, as real as you or me.” 
Cyn smiled. “Found any opium yet?” 
Shad shook his head. “No,” he said. He looked down 

at the piece of wood in his hand. “C* Carlos,” he mused. 
“That was the name of the shop where I bought these can¬ 
vases. I told you about that before* didn’t I?” 

“Yes,” said Cyn with a sigh. 
“Tt*s stamped on the wood. See? Telefono Lisbon 

35867.” Shad got up from the floor and moved out of 
E Gallery* He was halfway up the stairs when Cyn made 
up her mind to follow him, 

“What next?” 
“Telefono” said Shad over his shoulder. 

3 

Freely translated, the telephone conversation went 
something like this* 

“What number are you calling, please?” 
“Lisbon 35867*” 
“That number is no longer in use. What party are you 

calling?” 
“C* Carlos Painting Supplies,” Shad read off the 

broken frame* 
“1 am sorry, but C, Carlos has been out of business for 

some time. Who is this, please?” 
“Why did C Carlos go out of business?” Shad asked* 
“I am not at liberty to divulge that information* Would 

you kindly tell me your name?” 
“My name is unimportant. Where can I reach C. 

Carlos?” 
“1 would like to know myself, Senhor” 
“Who is this?” 
“The police. All calls to C. Carlos are automatically 

referred to us. Your name, Senhor?” 
“C. Carlos is no longer in Portugal?” 
“Alas, no. His shop has be^n closed* as I said before. If 

you are so anxious to get in touch with C. Carlos, perhaps 
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we would be anxious to get in touch with you, Senhor. 
Your name, please?** 

Shad hung up. 
It could have been the police, he thought. Or it could 

have been a very elaborate lie. 
Either way, it looked like things were beginning to fall 

into place, 
“Come on, Cyn!” Shad cried. “We’re going to put to¬ 

gether a real jigsaw puzzle now!” 
Cyn looked up in frustration. “Again?” 
“We’re going to put together little pieces of wood!” 

4 

They found nothing except that three pieces of wood, 
each about six inches long, had vanished from the frames. 
That could mean that there had been something in the 
frames, something smuggled in, or it could mean that the 
three pieces had been carelessly lost when sweeping up 
the remnants of E Gallery, 

Ran Boswell came in during the last moment of the 
piecing-together party. He stood there staring down at the 
mess on the floor, 

“What’s that? House, you’re playing?” 
Shad grinned ruefully, “Just having a little fun.” 
“Get on your feet, baby,” Ran said, with a broad grin, 

“You’re in! We’re going to put on a showing for you in 
Seahaven!” 

“Seahaven?” Shad frowned, 
*Tve finally got some backing for a show right here 

in town at the little red schoolhouse! We’re going to show 
your abstracts ” 

Cyn flung her arms around Shad’s neck, “Darling! 
That’s just the break you’ve wanted. Aren’t you happy?” 

Shad grinned. “Okay, I’ve got to work them over some. 
How much time do I get? A month or so?” 

Ran stared at Shad as if he had lost his mind. “A 
month or so? You nuts? Tomorrow night!” 

Shad blinked, stunned, “Tomorrow night? I can never 
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get the damned things fixed by then! Tm only half finished 
with some! You've—” 

“Who’s to know?” Ran asked. “They’re abstracts! 
Come on, Cyn. Give the little boy a great big hand. We’ve 
got to get this show on the road.” 

Shad blinked again. “Tomorrow night,” he muttered. 
He stared blankly down at his hands. 

Cyn grabbed him by the arm and pulled him to the 
door, “Come on. We’ll begin getting the paintings ready 
right now!” 

Shad allowed himself to be pulled along without a mur¬ 
mur. The excitement was just beginning to catch up with 
him. It might be the beginning of everything good for 
Shad Crispin. It might be the arrival of a new star in the 
artistic firmament—Shad Crispin. Abstractionist. And 
nutnik. 

J 

Ran Boswell had ordered a sign painted. This he stuck 
in the thick grass in the front yard of the little red school- 
house in Seahaven. 

AN ABSTRACT EXHIBIT 
FEATURING THE WORK OF AN 

INTERNATIONALLY KNOWN PAINTER 
SHAD CRISPIN. 

ADMISSION 50 CENTS. 
WEDNESDAY NIGHT—8 TO 12 P.M. 

Cyn, Ran and Shad moved the paintings into the empty 
schoolhouse and set about mounting them on the walls. 
There were two rooms, and it was an easy matter to pick 
out the wall space and to hang up the oils. 

But Shad Crispin was worried. 
“Who’s going to come to this jamboree?” he asked 

nervously. “No one in Seahaven gives a damn about ab¬ 
stract art.” 

Ran Boswell laughed. “Of course not. But the suckers 
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from New York will pile into this town like it was a sports 
car meet. You watch/1 

Shad frowned. 
“No kidding, Shad. You don’t realize what a great 

prestige factor a Connecticut town is in launching an 
artist. It’s something about the quiet streets and the 
lawns, I guess,” he said vaguely. "Or maybe it's the 
nutmegs.” 

Shad shrugged. “You’re the doctor.” 
Cyn spoke up. “Ran’s right, Shad. You1!! be surprised 

to see how many New Yorkers will flock into this com¬ 
munity. Ran’s put an ad in the New York Times and 
Tribune. They’ll see it, ah the art lovers and dilettante 
art lovers. They’ll be here.” 

"Okay,” Shad said dubiously, "Think anybody’ll buy?” 
Ran Boswell rubbed his hands together. "I’ll make 

’em! You just worry about turning out the pix, I’ll take 
in the do-re-mi.” 

Nevertheless, Shad was dubious. 
He became even moTe dubious when he thought it over, 

later. But he knew there was not much he could do about 
it now, once Ran bad launched the project. 

He waited in Durkin’s Diner on Divinity Street over a 
cup of coffee, and sure enough, just as she had promised, 
Effie Cripp arrived on the dot of three ?,M. 

"Yes, boss?” she said. "You wanted to see me?” 
Shad nodded. “Anything new on Sylvester Shakes?” 

he asked after Effie had started on her coffee and cake. 
Effie Cripp shook her head vigorously, “He’s been 

keeping close to home, I haven’t got any kind of a make 
on him.” 

"I thought not,” Shad said with disappointment. “But 
never mind. I’ve got something else I want you to do to¬ 
morrow night.” 

Effie’s eyes lit up, “New angle?” 
“New approach,” Shad corrected her, “I’m having a 

showing at the old Seahaven Schoolhouse.” 
Effie nodded, “Everybody in Seahaven knows that.” 
“I thought so/’ Shad scowled uneasily, 
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“Whafs the matter? Are you afraid of what the town 
will think?” 

Shad shook his head, “No, But Fm worried about the 
pictures.” 

Effte frowned, “Afraid?” 
“Yeah, I want you to keep an eye on the little red 

schoolhouse tonight and tomorrow night. I want you to re¬ 
port to me on anybody suspicious who seems to be hang¬ 
ing around.” 

Effie’s eyes widened. “You are expecting someone, 
maybe?” 

Shad drank at his coffee, “Of course not. I just want to 
be sure. Fve had trouble with my canvases before,” 

“Plenty squares hereabouts ” Efiie grinned piquantly. 
“I reckon,” Shad said. “You'll keep an eye on the 

place?” 
“Consider it under top surveillance. Stakeout Number 

1” 

“That's the stuff,” Shad said. “Call me immediately at 
the studio if you see anything suspicious tonight. Tomor¬ 
row night you can reach me inside the schoolhouse.” 

“Will do.” 
He looked at her again, but then held his tongue. How 

could he warn her to be on the lookout for a nude woman 
with golden eyes and taffy blonde hair—a girl named 
Lissa Cloud? 

He shrugged helplessly and went on with his coffee. 
“Anything the matter, boss?” Effie asked. 
“Nothing, Ardeffe Backwards. Nothing a good head 

shrinker wouldn't cure.” 
He grinned at her startled face. 

6 

Ran Boswell was right. The showing packed them in. 
It started shortly after sundown. The critics arrived in 
droves on the train from New York. The art lovers poured 
in by sports car, compacts, two Rolls Royces of 1924 
vintage, and a platoon of Cadillacs. 

While the Seahaven residents stayed away In great num- 
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bers, the City People swarmed over the front lawn of the 
schoolhouse, pushing in past the bushes and tramping sod 
into the interior. They gaped at the paintings and muttered 
to each other under their breaths. 

They were mostly all clothes horses. They dressed In 
the style of the moment, the men preferring the thin-Ia- 
peled jacket and the English shoe, and the women in¬ 
clining to the Continental chapeau and the thick fur— 
although it was only September, 

They milled about the rooms, gabbing with each other 
and occasionally even glancing at one of the pictures. 
Cigarette smoke hung in the room like fallout, and the 
art lovers coughed throatily and whispered hoarsely to 
each other in three-syllable words. 

It was a very intellectual evening. 
Cyn Greer was in her element. Shad watched her with 

lively interest. She belonged, the way she had at one of 
her Greenwich Village parties. In fact, many of the peo¬ 
ple here at the showing had been regulars at Cyn’s Gotham 
soirees. 

She leaped about from one group to another, exchang¬ 
ing greetings with a schmaltzy bonhomie that entirely 
masked the determined effort beneath. She had been bom 
for parties like this, Shad realized. 

Ran Boswell was absolutely bowled over. He stood in 
the comer, eyes a-sparkle at the substantive evidence of 
solid bank-accounts moving about him. 

“Some turnout,” Shad murmured to him, 
"Man!11 cried Ran Boswell. “Get in there, Shad, and 

pitch! You’ve got to get in there and sell yourself! Look 
at Cyn, She’s doing a tremendous job for you,” 

Shad nodded. “Good, But I can’t” 
“Why not?” 
“Fm an artist Not a salesman.” 
Ran shook his head irritably. Then he saw someone he 

knew, “Excuse me, baby,11 he muttered, and bulled 
through the room to a swarthy man who, anchored under 
one of the oils, was smoking a cigar and rocking back and 
forth on Ms feet. 
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7 

One minute Shad was brooding out into the night 
through the pane of glass, sweltering and belligerent in the 
crowd of milling, rude and incorrigible art lovers, and the 
next he was staring with complete astonishment, and not 
a little terror, into a familiar face. 

The face belonged to Lissa Cloud. 
The effect on the pane of glass was much like a double 

image. Behind his own face reflecting darkly against the 
night outside were the features of Lissa Cloud palely 
eomminglmg with his. 

And then she was gone. 
With a cry Shad wheeled from the window and knifed 

Ms way through the crowd for the front door. 
So Lissa had come! 
He burst into the fresh air. He turned. The red school- 

house loomed in the darkness, the windows painted with 
gold. Coiling shapes of human beings writhed through its 
interior. He wheeled and headed for the outside of the 
window where he had seen Lissa Cloud’s face. Once he 
reached the spot, he stood there a long time, peering in 
through the window. There was no one outside. The wind 
coiled about him with cold, maidenly hands, fingering his 
hair, his skin, his clothes. 

Shad saw the faces inside the schoolhouse—bored, tired, 
angry, grinning, foolish, sly, furtive, bland. He saw them 
all, the women, the men—their rich empty hulks wander¬ 
ing about and staring with contempt and misunderstanding 
at his paintings. 

He turned away from the schoolhouse and all it stood 
for—turned from the academicians it produced, the critics 
it spawned and the analysts it bred. He turned away and 
faced his beloved night, the stars and the firmament above 
him. . . . 

Beside him in the blackness someone stirred. Someone 
had moved just enough to agitate the quiet air about him. 
Someone existed there, and stood rooted and unseen. 

He reached out a hand, tentatively. 
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“Lissa,” he whispered, “Lissa*” 
There was no answer. 
He moved forward, holding his hand out. Someone 

was there. 
And the next moment he was seized as if by a monster 

of the night, wrenched from the ground and whirled 
away into space almost as if by catapult. 

5 

He shuddered and awoke. He tasted sod. Grass seeped 
its green strong smell and fresh, cloying rancidity through 
him. He was flat on the ground, Ms face in the sod. 

He pushed himself up. 
With a brilliant and terrifying disruption the entire 

firmament burst into searing, orange flame. Heat belched 
at him. Cowering, he held his hands to Ms face to blot out 
the holocaust. He reeled back, falling again. Like a beetle 
impaled on a jet of candle flame, he leaped into the air 
again, away from the hideously blazing inferno. 

Fire, Shad thought. Fire, 
He ran. He ran and he turned as he ran. 
Now he saw it clearly. The massive shape of the little 

red schoolhouse rose in the dark, blue air of night. From 
its windows tongues of flame darted into the heavens. 
Screaming, yelling voices Ailed the air. The klaxon cry of 
a siren rent the air. Confusion and hysteria swept over the 
huddled shapes about Mm. He heard blubbering, croaking, 
sobbing. 

He rose from the grass and headed directly for the pin¬ 
point of fierce light, directly for the roaring inferno, A 
single obsession claimed him; his single concern was for 
Ms pictures*—his oils—his canvases. Because someone, 
he would swear, had set fire to the schoolhouse to destroy 
his paintings 1 And that someone must have been—Lissa 
Cloud! 

He had seen her! 
He ran. But then he felt himself lifted from the ground 

again by strong hands. He turned, fighting desperately to 
be released so he could continue Ms mad, headlong 
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flight. He flailed at the hands reaching out from the dark¬ 
ness of night to pinion him, motionless, in the middle of 
earth and air. 

He struggled and he lost, 
“We got the paintings, Shad,” a voice told him quietly* 
But Shad fought ever more fiercely and burst asunder 

the restraining hands. He twisted and knocked aside the 
strong grips of many men, 

“We got the paintings, Shad,** Ran Boswell’s voice said 
again, softly, quietly. 

Shad was sobbing in frustration. He was blinded by 
the darkness about him. He was hot and sweat-stained 
and burning with feverishness. He swore and fought and 
bit and kicked, 

“We got the paintings, Shad,” said Ran Boswell’s voice 
for the third time, quietly, softly, unemotionally. 

One part of Shad’s brain understood; but the other parts 
experienced panic, anger, opposition and the desperate 
desire to send Shad rushing into the flames that consumed 
the little red schoolhouse of Seahaven, 

“We got the paintings. Shad ” a voice said again. 
This time it was the voice of Cyn Greer, 
He ceased struggling and opened his eyes. 
Her cool, lovely, midnight blue eyes were looking down 

at him with something like sorrow and compassion. Her 
lips were cool and soft and they promised fulfillment 
and assuaging gentleness. 

He stopped fighting and he lay there. 
Then he turned his head from her and clamped his 

eyes tighdy shut. 
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CHAPTER NINE 

/ 

Shad Crispin sat on the sands in the early hours of the 
September dawn and gazed out over the great sheet of 
water that covered the larger part of the surface of the 
earth. Small wonder, he pondered, that from this vast 
ocean many of the great monsters, abominations, un- 
believables and haunts of the mythology of man had 
arisen. And not so strange at all, then. Shad mused, that 
his own demon, Lissa Cloud, should have manifested 
herself from the depths of the encompassing sheet of 
water that spread away from him at his feet. 

His subconscious had summoned her once, he tabulated, 
and his conscious had summoned her the second time. 
When would she arrive for the third? he wondered. Or 
had she already? 

He sifted sand through his fingers as he gazed blankly 
out into the shimmering sea. If he could believe his own 
perceptions, Lissa Cloud was as blooded and tissued as 
he himself. And she had appeared once again, last night, 
outside the little red schoolhouse at Seahaven. 

But surely, Shad told himself, no human could have 
been so depraved as to have set fire to the school with 
the intention of destroying Crispin's paintings—to have 
done, in short, what Lissa Cloud might have done. 

This much was clear, Shad felt relieved to recall: no 
one had been hurt in the conflagration. The paintings 
had all been saved. The schoolhouse had not been totally 
destroyed, merely partially blackened and charred. 

But it was not clear whether the blaze had been set on 
purpose or whether it had broken out accidentally. The 
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fire warden of Seahaven was even now investigating the 
matter. 

Shad shivered. 
If Lissa Cloud did not exist, the artist reflected—if she 

was in fact his own private demon—then she had ap¬ 
peared to warn Shad of impending doom, or she had 
appeared to distract him and attempt to lead him to his 
death. 

Was that his death wish? he darkly mused. 
He must get away from this place, Shad began to 

think. He had never been so close to the edge of madness 
before. He had never been troubled by this kind of 
schizoid manifestation before. Unless he counted those 
months in World War II when be had lingered in shadow- 
land for that brief, unwelcome visit forced on him by 
concussion, shock, hunger and thirst—and an enforced 
retreat from a reality too gruesome and hideous to suSer. 

He sighed. 
He rose and walked to the little boatshed that housed 

the runabout, My Cyn. , . 
He would shove out to sea, round the cape and visit 

Seahaven from the rear door, he decided. He needed the 
exercise, and the ocean air might clear his head. 

And he had an appointment with Effie Cripp. 

2 

Shad beached the runabout and jumped out on the 
sand. The sun gleamed on the battered, white shack whose 
sign read; ELMER’S LIVE BAIT, BOATS FOR RENT. 

Shad savored the odor of barnacles, dead fish, burnt 
seaweed and semi-decay that clung to the place. He 
advanced on the door. 

Effie, seated at the desk, was yawning over a sheaf 
of papers. She glanced up, gazing at Shad with her blue 

eyes. 
“Hi," she said, stifling a yawn. “Jeeps! I’m beat to a 

shade. I’ve been up all night!” 
Shad slung his leg over the edge of the desk and fished 

for a cigarette. He grinned down at her, his eyes roving 
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more than estheticaUy over her smooth, tanned skin, her 
tight, little bosom and her brown arms and hands* 

4Tve come for the morning report,11 he said* 
She showed him her teeth. uVm working on it now,” 

she replied. She looked at the papers before her, shaking 
her head with concern. “And brother, it’s a lulu!” 

He leaned over her shoulder, 
“What do you mean?” he asked lightly. 
She glanced up at him, her blue eyes dark. “I don’t 

know if you’re going to like it or not,” she said* 
Effie, Shad grinned, “when a man hires a private 

eye, he buys information. Yours not to reason why, yours 
but to secure the info and convey it to me.” 

“Yes, sir,” Effie said dismally* 
“Now. What did you see?” 
She shuffled the papers nervously, “I kept my eyes 

peeled, like you said,” she began hesitantly, “I saw 
everything. I was there when they got the fire under 
control, too,” 

Shad nodded, “Good, I know you were there. But 
you did a good job. I didn’t see you at all,” 

Effie Cripp glanced up slaotedly at Shad, her eyes 
gleaming. “I was in disguise.” 

He raised an eyebrow. “So?” 
“A teen-age motorcycle cat,” she laughed. “You know* 

Black jacket, switchblade ensemble, goggles, black hel¬ 
met.” 

He threw back his head and laughed, “111 be damned.” 
“Nobody tumbled,” Effie said with a grin. Then her 

smile faded, 
“Go ahead,” Shad said, leaning over her shoulder 

again. He was pleased with the smell of soap and clean¬ 
liness that emanated from her. 

“Welh you asked me to take down notes on anyone 
I recognized around the place. Right?” 

Shad nodded. “Like Sylvester Shakes, and other citi¬ 
zens,” 

“1 saw Shakes,” she said promptly, “He came in, nosed 
around and then spent some time walking around outside 
and looking in through the windows.” 
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Shad smoked quietly. 
“But nothing suspicious ” she went on* ‘Td say he was 

just normally interested in the showing.’" 
“Was snooping like that normal behavior?” he said 

dubiously. 
“Oh, all right. I guess he was nosing around. It didnt 

seem potsy to me, though. Nothing overboard, il you 
know what I mean.” 

Shad shrugged. “Go on.” 
She leafed through her notes reluctantly. “Well, I saw 

lots and lots of people I didn’t know,” she said evasively. 
Shad shook his head. “I just want to know about the 

people you’re familiar with.” 
She closed her eyes a moment. “I saw one.” 
“Go ahead,” Shad said, his attention turned full on her. 
The blue eyes came up to his, locked a moment and 

then trailed away. “I saw somebody sneak into the back of 
the schoolhouse and enter the store room out back.” 

Shad’s eyes widened. "But that’s where they think the 
fire started! In the papers and trash!” Shad’s voice rose. 

Her mouth made a little O. 
“Who was it?" Shad asked excitedly. 
She looked at her notes, taking a maddening length of 

time to decipher something there. “Well, this man wore 
a clam digger’s hat, tee shirt, pea jacket and dungarees,” 
she said, and glanced up at him silently. 

Shad’s face went white. “That’s what I was wearing,” 
Ka clrtwlv 

She nodded stiffly. “I know, Mr. Crispin.” 
Shad stared. “You saw me enter that back room?” 
“It was dark. I couldn’t tell, really. But I saw the cos¬ 

tume. You were the only one out there dressed like that, 
Mr. Crispin.” 

Shad closed his eyes. “I know.” 
“You don’t remember if you did enter the back room or 

not, do you?” Effie Cripp whispered, staring open- 
mouthed at him. 

“No, kid,’’ he said with a half smile, pulling hard on his 
cigarette. “Sometimes I black out.” 

Effie bit her lip. “Then I guess you did it.” 
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Shad frowned, 
“1 guess you set fire to the school and tried to destroy 

your paintings,” Effie said unhappily, avoiding his eyes* 
Shad snapped his cigarette butt into an ashtray on the 

far end of the desk, and nodded his head slowly, “X guess 
I did, Ardeffe Backwards.” 

She smiled feebly. 

3 

The painter set the course of the runabout for the end 
of the cape and ploughed through the choppy waters of 
the Sound, It was not long before he peeled off his tee 
shirt. The sun beat powerfully on his shoulders and back. 
The glare of the sea water about him cast its reflection on 
his skin, bringing it to instant heat. 

How easy, he mused. How easy it would be to slide 
down into the cool, bottomless waters to become one with 
the brine, the primeval slime, the essence of beginning and 
ending. How easy it would be to go into that strange and 
wonderful world of cool green and blue, that luminescent 
world of distortion and abstraction , . . to enter it and 
never again be burdened with the necessity for breathing 
in and out constantly, day and night* * . t 

Shad tossed his peaked cap on the seat of the runabout. 
The sun beat down on his temples and his hair. 

My Cyn had edged away from the cape, so Shad reset 
her course, bringing her directly alongside the thrust of 
the promontory. He was just past the last rock now, pur¬ 
suing a course out to the open sea* 

He stripped the dungarees from his overheated and 
sweat-soaked body and sat there in the runabout in his 
bathing trunks. The heat of the sun spread through him 
like fire, and bis temples throbbed and pounded with the 
exertion of his body cells as they tried to throw off the 
effect of the excessive temperature. 

There was one answer. Shad determined, to this sense¬ 
less, wasteful, mad pursuit down the labyrinthine corridors 
of his mind, this unending, self-deluding, torturing flight 
in the narrowed, coiling halls of his own confusion and 

120 



self-loathing. And that answer lay in the solution of cool¬ 
ing the heat of the never-ending quest for truth and reality 
in the green calm of the sea. 

He shorted out the engine. Its putt-putt died in the still 
air. My Cyn drifted. 

With unseeing eyes Shad Crispin slipped silently over 
the side of the runabout and eased himself down into the 
bright, shimmering, green eternity of the ocean. He swam 
downward in weary spirals. The light from the sun above 
gradually waned and turned to deeper, darker green. The 
warmth of the water turned to chill cold. He finned down¬ 
ward further. His lungs tightened but he held on, willing 
it. 

"Lissa," he thought. “Lissa!” 
There was no answer. 
“Lissaf” he called in his mind. 
He had created her, he thought. She must come to meet 

him. Together they would enter the world she had sprung 
from. Together they would make the one-way pilgrimage 
to her world, to her world of beauty, peace and the long 
sleep. 

“Lissa!*’ he shouted within himself once again* 
She did not come. 
His lungs crushed together. Air squeezed out of his 

mouth. Bubbles slid ticklingly past his nose. He flinched. 
His dormant brain, wearied of struggling with its problem 
of madness and sanity, lay enervated in its cage of skull, 
comatose and indolent. 

Air swirled past his eyes—life-giving air, vanishing 
from him—life bubbling out of his body and rushing to 
the surface of the cold and vicious water. 

His brain leaped alive, like a match striking flame in 
the night, and he began cursing himself for trying to give 
up all that animacy offered in exchange for the dream of 
a phantom, for trying to throw away the ecstasy, the strife 
and the pulsating energy of life for some dreary, little 
doxie who did not exist. 

He choked now. Black darkness swept over his eyes. 
Consciousness had been squeezed to a pinpoint some- 
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where in the back of his brain. But that tiny spark flick¬ 
ered. That tiny spark remained alight. That was all. 

Bent double with exertion, twisting and flailing like 
some creature in the last moments of spasmic activity, he 
became nothing but an automatically performing organ¬ 
ism. Light and dark struggled in his mind. Bright and 
dark jousted across the retina of his unseeing eyes. Life 
and death. 

He shot out into the light, bright, white air like a bul¬ 
let , Consciousness crashed down on him like a thunder¬ 
clap. Instant and terrible agony invaded every atom of his 
being. He hung there, gasping and pulling in the clean, 
fresh air. He tingled to the ends of his being, tingled and 
throbbed to the pain and the dizziness of consciousness. 

He weakly tread water and gasped against the brine 
that had drained down into his lungs. He choked and 
coughed. He could see no sign of the runabout, twMy Cyn, 
where are you?’1 he shouted, raising a hand feebly. 

He pulled himself up again by one last effort of will 
and scanned the horizon with bleared, reddened eyes. 

But My Cyn was gone. 
He lurched backward, then, gasping convulsively. The 

salt water scratched at his lungs again. He coughed feebly. 
He shut his eyes and the flaming red of the sun swelled 

the lids of his eyes and impinged painfully on the retina. 
He blinked and then squinted his eyes against the fiery 

ball of the sun. 
He gazed around him once more, and he floated. , , , 

4 

“Cyrt!” Shad bellowed. 
She answered the door, her eyes widening in surprise. 

She gaped. 
He stumbled into the big house set back on the hill be¬ 

hind Seahaven. 
“Shad/4 she said, shutting the door behind him, “What’s 

the matter with you?” 
He closed his eyes, leaning weakly against the wall. 
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*Tve had it, kitten,” he said weakly, 1 * * 4The cruise. I’m 
ready to take the cruise.” 

Her lips curved in a cat-like smile of contentment. She 
advanced toward him, her face calm and sweet. Her eyes 
glowed. Then she kissed him, shifting her luscious body 
against him. 

Not for a moment did he struggle as he felt the 
enormous, powerful trap of slavery, love and implied 
faithfulness closing over him irrevocably. 

He kissed her and she devoured him slowly until he 
was no more than a speck of condiment deep in the folds 
of her consuming and amorous womanliness. 

He had made his choice. But he could not help wonder¬ 
ing if the encompassing ocean might not have been the 
better alternative. * , * 

CHAPTER TEN 

1 

Now that it was all done, and he had made his final de¬ 
cision,. Shad Crispin could not help asking himself why 
he had not avoided all his trouble by capitulating to Cyn 
Greer sooner. After all, he shrugged, his basic trouble 
was a comparatively simple one. The conflict in Shad 
between the dream world and the real world had stemmed 
from the fact that he had got physically exhausted from 
having worked too strenuously. The cruise with Cyn Greer 
would mean rest and release from the pressures of creative 
activity that constantly bedevil an artist. 

He told himself this as a palliative while he wound 
through the path by the roadway up through the maples 
and the pines to the studio on the hilltop overlooking the 
Sound. He could see the problem now logically and 
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clearly. There was no question about right and wrong. 
He had made the right choice—Cyn Greer. 

And yet there was a disturbing inner pang, subtle real¬ 
ization that all was not quite right. This jarred him. He 
could not smile and mean it He could not face the future 
unafraid. He must forever carry reservations in his own 
mind. 

He let himself into the studio and tramped up the stone 
steps to his spacious work room. It was flooded with light. 
The brilliance of the sun penetrated every comer, every 
interstice of the studio. Motes of dust drifted about, gleam¬ 
ing in the hot rays of the sun. 

But he was aware that all was not right. 
He turned, studying the room inch by inch. There was 

nothing he could put his finger on. Still .... 
He moved into the spiraling corkscrew descent of the 

stairs and eventually gained E Gallery below, where he 
had kept his Spanish nudes before they had been de¬ 
stroyed by his own maddened hands. 

He stepped into E Gallery and glanced about 
Nothing seemed out of place. And yet. . . . 
He opened the closet door. That his sensing of some¬ 

thing wrong was correct was now proved by what con¬ 
fronted him. 

The crate full of canvas leavings and broken frames 
had been carefully removed, apparently dumped out on 
the floor and then reassembled in the crate and put back 
into the closet. 

Someone had been searching through his scrap heap. 
He frowned. Not that it mattered much anymore, he 

thought. Now that be was going to go off with Cyn Greer 
for a much needed rest cure, why did he need to worry 
about the triviality of someone’s curiosity? 

Yet the question remained. Why had someone entered 
his studio and prowled about? 

He moved to his own room. He fumbled with his 
clothes closet. It seemed intact. And yet, as he continued 
his search, he realized that the several boxes on the top 
shelf—shoe boxes full of odds and ends had ail been 
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carefully removed, opened, investigated and then returned 
to the shelf. 

He moved quickly into the galley below that housed 
stove, refrigerator and sink. He glanced about. Everything 
here seemed intact. 

He moved over to the refrigerator to open the door. 
He stopped instantly. 
He looked down. There was a light dusting of sand on 

the linoleum. 
He had vacuumed the floor the evening before, just be¬ 

fore leaving for the little red schoolhouse. Consequently, 
the conclusion was unavoidable that someone had been 
inside the studio. That someone had come in by the back 
way via the beach. 

Had the someone been Lissa Cloud? Shad asked him¬ 
self. 

No, he found himself shaking his head, there was no 
such person as Lissa Cloud. She was a phantom. Phan¬ 
toms don’t leave sand. 

Who, then, had come in and ransacked the studio? And 
why? 

It was at that moment that he heard the sound below. 
The sound that traveled up through the winding, stone 
stairs hewn in the rock cliff. The sound that was a human 
voice, a feminine voice, the voice of a woman in pain; 

“Ouchr it said. 

2 

In an instant he was on his way down through the rock 
to catch the girl, to capture the phantom of his imagina¬ 
tion. He moved swiftly, coiling around with the damp 
stone ledges, running his hands over the curved wall sur* 
face to keep his balance—down and down and down. 

He found her at the bottom. 
She turned a dazed, downcast face to him. Her eyes 

were disappointed, and her mouth hung open in a slightly 
idiotic grin. She looked for all the world like a five-year 
old caught in the jam jar. 
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“What in god’s name are yon doing here, Hawkshaw?” 
demanded Shad. 

Effie spread her hands and shrugged her shoulders, 
“I’m just doing my investigating in my own way!” 

Shad’s eyes narrowed. “Did you follow someone out 
here?” he asked her intently. 

She shook her head. “No. I just decided Fd have to see 
the castle for myself—you know, the stamping grounds of 
the Man in the Golden Chastity Belt.” 

Shad shook his head irritably. “Damn you, Effie, I wish 
you had seen someone,” 

She frowned. “Why?” 
He pursed his lips, thinking, “Never mind,” he said 

finally. “Well,” he went on with a sigh, “out with it 
What’s new? Why did you decide to come snooping?” 

She took a deep breath. ‘Tve got news that will curl 
your hair!” she exclaimed, “Fve been working, and work¬ 
ing hard!” 

He grinned wanly, “Well, in spite of the fact that it is 
a bit late even for good news, Effie, let’s hear it over a 
cup of coffee.” 

She looked at him closely, “What’s the matter? Is the * 
investigation all off? You sound like you’re not interested 
any more.” 

“Come on Ardeffe Backwards,” Shad said with a kind 
of a melancholy sigh. “I’ll tell you all about it.” 

3 

Effie Cripp peered at Shad over the rim of the coffee 
cup. “It’s about Sylvester Shakes,” she said breathlessly. 

“Oh,” Shad said noncommittally, sipping from Ms own 
cup. “Go on.” ‘ 

Effie bridled. “If you’re not interested anymore, Shad, 
I can always forget about it.” 

“No, no,” Shad exclaimed. “Go on. Pm aU ears.” 
“Well,” Effie said, “I told you I saw Shakes around 

the schoolhouse last night, didn’t I?” 
Shad nodded. 
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“I lost track of him because T really didn’t intend to 
follow him all the way back to his shop/’ 

“So?” 
WI know where he went, though.” 
Shad raised an eyebrow, “Home to beddie-bye?” 
Effie pouted “No, stupid! He went to Durkin's Diner!” 
“My favorite restaurant!” Shad said loyally. 
“And he met someone there.” 
Shad studied Effie Cripp intently. Then he asked: 
“ Whom did he see?” 
“He met a woman there.” 
“A woman?” Shad said, leaning closer to Effie who 

smiled dramatically. 
“I got a good description from the fry cook, Shad,” she 

said in low tones,” She consulted a notebook in her 
dungarees. “She wore heavy-lensed glasses,” She giggled. 
“Hardly an attractive dish at all.” 

Shad considered. “Glasses.” He nodded. “Go ahead. 
What else?” 

“She wore a big hat with a lot of gimmicks on it. She 
smelled strongly of perfume. And she wore black silk 
stockings and a throat fur.” 

Shad’s eyes narrowed. “What did they talk about?” 
Effie shook her head. “They seemed to be consulting 

each other in whispers. The fry cook couldn’t get a word 
of it” She leaned back, her eyes twinkling. “He tried 
hard enough. But they were pretty secretive.” 

“Then what happened?” 
“They got into a kind of an argument. Shakes seemed 

ready to blow his top and the woman fought him right 
back. It ended up with her stalking out of the place, head¬ 
ing for the railroad station, and apparently leaving town 
for New York.” 

“New York?” Shad frowned, 
“Ob, yes, l checked at the station window. She bought 

a one-way ticket for Grand Central Station.” 
Shad nodded absently, “Any idea who she was?” 
Effie Cripp nodded with bright eyes. “Yes, Boss, I do.” 
Shad reached across the table and grasped her roughly 

by the shoulder, Effie winced and drew back. But Shad 
would not let go. “Who?” 
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Effie straightened up primly, *1 did some snooping 
around Sylvester Shakes’ Antique Shoppe just a few min¬ 
utes ago* I flushed him out of his shop by sending a wire 
to him and making him go down to the telegraph station 
to pick it up” 

Shad grinned. 
UI went through his mail,” she continued, “and I found 

several envelopes from a woman in New York City/’ 
“What’s her name?” 
“Ann Baglay/1 
Shad’s eyes narrowed* “You think that’s the babe in 

the furpiece and black silk stockings?” 
“Sure, She lives on Waveriy Place/’ 
Shad’s face stiffened. “What else?” 
“Not much else* Except that she’s interested in modem, 

abstract art.” 
Shad frowned. ‘Then maybe that’s why she came up to 

Seahaven to look at my stuff * How did you find out about 
her tastes?” 

Elbe grinned* “I thought you would want to know 
about that. 1 phoned a friend of mine who lives in Green¬ 
wich Village in New York* She’s heard of Ann Bagley* 
The woman is considered an art enthusiast/’ 

“I see,” Shad mused. “Well?” 
“And she knows somebody you know, quite well*” 
“Who?” 
“Cynthia Greer*” 
There was a long silence, 
“Anything else you’d like me to track down for you, 

Boss?” 
“Fd say you’ve done about enough for one day/’ Shad 

said feebly* “But keep your eyes open.” 
“For what?” Effie asked, finishing her coffee and stand¬ 

ing up. 
“For a phantom,” Shad said bitterly. “It has a big sign 

across its back labeled: "Shad Crispin* Kick me!’ ” 
Effie frowned, puzzled as she left by the winding, stone 

staircase for her outboard beached on the sand. 
As soon as Effie left, Shad sat down and reasoned in the 

following maimer: 
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Item: A woman- compounds a desire to own and en¬ 
slave a man* The woman is Cynthia Greer. The man is 
Shad Crispin. 

Item: One* obstacle lies in the way of this woman’s con¬ 
quest. The man she desires to own has one all-consuming 
passion that he will always pursue over and above women. 
He has his art. 

Item: The woman conceives a sinister and deliberate 
scheme to cause the man to betray his love of artistic en¬ 
deavor and allow himself to be consumed by the love of 
this woman. 

Item: She determines to cause him to lose faith in his 
ability to paint pictures. 

Item: A female friend of the woman agrees to disrupt 
the pastoral and artistic calm that surrounds the male 
involved. Shad Crispin, and cause the man to become 
enamoured of her—Ann Bagley, alias Lissa Cloud, the 
sea nymph. 

Item: Lissa Cloud disrupts Shad Crispin’s routine and 
causes him to puzzle at her appearance and her ghostly, 
mysterious background. 

Item: She rips up Shad Crispin’s Spanish nudes and 
then vanishes. Cyn Greer helps the artist to believe that 
the sea nymph never existed. Enlisting the help of Ran 
Boswell, Cyn Greer tries to persuade the artist to go on 
a cruise with her for a “rest,** 

Item: Shad Crispin refuses. Cyn Greer pleads with him. 
Seeing that the field is not won yet, Cyn Greer causes Lissa 
Cloud to reappear and to act in some way to persuade 
Shad Crispin that he is actually going mad. 

Item: Ran Boswell keeps Shad Crispin from drowning 
in the ocean. He then sets up a showing of his abstracts. 
Cyn Greer, with the help of Lissa Cloud, sets fire to the 
showplace, after having Shad Crispin momentarily knocked 
unconscious and donning his hat and pea jacket. 

Shad sat there, shaking his head dismally for he de¬ 
tected no holes in his logic. He had succumbed to the 
wiles and machinations of the lovely siren Cyn Greer. He 
had fallen into her trap. 
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He sighed. There were, of course, he admitted to him¬ 
self, worse ways to die. 

But he regretted that he had sold out so easily* 

4 

She was cool and slick and calm as a mid-Atlantic dol- 
dnim. She leaned against the mantelpiece of her huge fire¬ 
place in the house on the hill, sipping delicately at the long¬ 
stemmed cocktail glass. She eyed Shad Crispin over it, 
her eyes gleaming with desire, triumph and peace. 

Shad Crispin sipped at Ms own cocktail, regarding the 
woman opposite him and inwardly saluting her canniness 
and her delicately effectual way of having achieved her 
heart’s desire—Shad Crispin, 

“To the winner/* he said hoarsely, lifting his cocktail 
glass toward her. 

Her eyes flared briefly. She put her cocktail glass down 
and stared at him, dismayed, 

“Why, whatever do you mean. Shad?” 
He smiled, “Never mind* We understand each other, 

Cyn, 1 think that’s all that matters.” 
Her face turned ashen. “I don’t know what you’re bab- 

bling about. Are you sick again?” she said in an undertone. 
He laughed fiercely, running his eyes up and down her 

svelte, lovely figure. “Not me, Cyn! Tm saner than Fve 
ever been in my life!” He burst out with a maddened, 
shaky-voiced bray. 

“But what is the matter?” she asked him, peering into 
his face with concern. 

His lips curled back bitterly, “You’ve won, Cyn, and I 
merely want to drink a toast to the victor,” 

“Won what, darling?” Cyn whispered and moved closer 
to slip her hands around his neck. He could feel her 
fingers toying with his collar. They felt like little snakes. 
Her fingernails burned against his skin like the flames of 
torches. He writhed under her touch. 

She moved away quickly, her eyes pools of fear, “Oh, 
no,” she said, “not again! Not into the snake pit again!” 

He turned his back. “Drink; Cyn!” he cried. “Drink up!” 
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She stood riveted in the doorway, like a statue. ,fWhatts 
gone wrong, Shad?’ she whimpered, holding out her 
arms to him. “Is something the matter?” 

He advanced on her suddenly and swept her into his 
arms. He bore her straight through the door and into 
the next room, her bedroom. He had never been there 
before. 

“Shad,” she whispered, pushing her arms against his 
chest, “Please, It isn’t quite proper. . . ." 

He threw her body towards the bed and fell heavily 
against her, fhmsting her deeply into the coverlet. He 
clutched at her and shook her, not knowing for a moment 
whether he was going to make love to her or beat her 
savagely. 

Her eyes widened and she opened her mouth to scream, 
but she held back her scream and merely stared at him, 
her face white. 

“Cyn, you cannibal!” he cried. “You’re destroying me, 
inch by inch! Can’t you see? Can’t you understand I can’t 
be possessed like this by you? By anyone? I’m free! I need 
my freedom!” 

She lay there limp, horrified, watching his face. 
And then he was not crying out any longer. He was 

there, lying against her body, and he was staring up at the 
huge painting on the wall of her bedroom. He was star¬ 
ing at it, and he was instantly touched. 

She had taken the painting from him in the first days of 
their knowing each other. He remembered that now. The 
painting had been the biggest canvas he had made in 
Spain. And Cyn had fallen in love with it the first time 
she had seen it. 

She had taken it, and he had forgotten about it. He had 
been more interested in his series of nudes. He had for¬ 
gotten all about the Toledo landscape. 

And now he stared at it like a sleepwalker roused from 
a dream. 

“Toledo,” he said, standing up and walking over to it, 
his face covered by a film of sweat. 

She arose, straightened her dress and moved tentatively 
to his side. 
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**Yes, Shad,” she said nervously, glancing at him, 
“Don’t you remember? I loved it so, and you gave it to me. 
IVe had it here ever since. No one else has ever seen it 
but you.” 

Shad wheeled to rivet his eyes on Cyn Greer, who re¬ 
turned his gaze distrustfully. But she need not have. 

He leaned forward, his face relaxed, his eyes bright with 
joy, and he kissed her full on the lips. 

And there was between them what there had never been 
before. There was love, complete and full-bodied love. 
His kiss was the most generous he had ever given her—the 
most trusting, the most honest, the most magnificent 

And perhaps it was his last. , . , 

CHAPTER ELEVEN 

1 

Beside the railroad track stood the clapboard, peak- 
roofed station home facing into the sunlight with its dirty 
windows gaping like huge, eyeless sockets. A platform of 
cement ran up and down the track in front of the station 
house. 

Three people waited in the sunlight, chatting briefly— 
Cyn, Ran and Shad. 

Beside them sat three matched suitcases, the suitcases 
Cyn Greer had brought down to the train. 

Dressed in her traveling clothes, she was beaming and 
apparently pleased with life. She joked and chatted with 
the two men, and then asked Shad for a cigarette and a 
light. He lit up for her, watching her blow the smoke out 
into the cloudless September sky. 

Ran Boswell chewed on his pipe stem darkly and stared 
off into the distance. 
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“I’m sure it’s the best thing for all of us,” Cyu said 
eloquently, pacing up and down the platform, her body 
moving sinuously against the sheath of her dress. 

Ran Boswell spat into the tracks. “I guess so, kid,” he 

said. 
“Yes” said Shad. He glanced at Ran Boswell. Then 

when 1 come back from the cruise. I’ll get back to work 
again. I’ll give you a pile of abstracts and we’ll all make 
a fortune.” 

Ran Boswell nodded. “Sure, baby.” 
Cyn turned to Ran suddenly. “What’s gotten into you. 

Ran?” she said. “Aren’t you happy about getting Shad 
on that cruise? I thought that’s what you’d been advocating 
for weeks.” 

Ran Boswell smiled blankly. “That's right, Cyn.” 
“Then why aren’t you more perky?” 
“Forget it,” Ran Boswell said gloomily, taking his pipe 

out and examining it distastefully. 
“You would think you were the artist and I was the 

agent,” Shad said softly. 
“Maybe it’s because I’ll miss the two of you,” Ran 

Boswell said. He did not look at them when he spoke. 
Shad laughed. He turned to Cyn. “I’ll be on the six 

o’clock train, Cyn. Wait for me at the hotel. We’ll go 
down to the ship together." 

Cyn smoked in silence. Then she said, “I wish you and 
I could go together, Shad. From Seahaven, I mean. Now.” 

“ I think it’s best this way,” Shad said. “I just want to 
get the studio ship-shape by myself.” 

“And commune with your phantom,” Cyn said shakily, 
trying to laugh. 

“My last wish,” Shad breathed. 
“I grant it,” smiled Cyn. 
The platform began to shake with the rumble of the 

approaching train. Shad bent over and picked up two of 
the suitcases. Ran Boswell took the third. Then the train 
roared in and screeched to a stop, the sudden gust of wind 
hurling Cyn’s skirts high, her hat askew. It plastered 
Shad's dungarees to his legs and pushed his hair flat to 
his skull. 
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“So long, Cyn,” Shad said* handing her up into the 
train. 

She leaned out and kissed him, “Tonight," she mur¬ 
mured. 

He grinned at her. 

2 

Shad Crispin sat staring through the tombstone window 
of his studio, watching the cape and ocean darken to the 
east, watching the sky in the distant southwest turn gold 
and yellow and red and purple and blue. The sun sank, 
then, its blob of reddish yellow sinking into the earth like 
vanishing pigment from a spilled bottle of tempora. 

It had been quite a feat, Shad thought, conning Cyn 
Greer into taking that train to New York with Ran Ros¬ 
well. It had been quite a feat because it entailed the big¬ 
gest lie of Shad’s life. He had no intention of following 
her on the evening train. He had too many other things 
to do. 

Odd that he had not been able to piece together the 
parts of the puzzle before, he thought, peering out through 
the window at the rapidly gathering dusk. Odd, and a 
trifle stupid of him. 

He chuckled. And all the time, the answer was staring 
him right in the face. The tom painting had been the first 
tip-off; the ransacked studio had been the second tip-off; 
and the man with the gun in the boat had been the third. 

How many more had he needed? The fire? The return 
of Lissa Cloud? The appearance of the bespectacled and 
well-dressed Ann Bagley? 

He shook his head. 
He checked his wrist watch. It was time at last. He let 

himself out of the front door of the studio. Taking the 
path through the maples, he approached the gate. It was 
already too dark to distinguish anything in the night with 
the naked eye. 

He followed the winding driveway to the highway and 
then walked through Seahaven on the main road, reaching 
Maple Hilt. At the top of the hil! he could see the hulking, 
dark silhouette of the Greer mansion. Not a light shone 
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there. The house had been locked up that day. Cyn had 
sent the caretaker and the gardener on their two-week va¬ 
cations. 

Shad walked up the roadway to the entrance and fol¬ 
lowed the circular drive to the front of the house. He 
paused a moment, craning his head at the big white col¬ 
umns that held high the picket-fenced balcony above the 
porch, just below the three gables thrusting out from the 
sloped roof. 

He edged quietly around the comer of the house, past 
the hulking, silent box hedges and beyond the glassed-in 
porch where it opened to the wide expanse of lawn under 
the pines. 

When he reached the rear of the house, he could make 
out the coal chute, closed now with a rusty, old padlock 
against intruders. Shad looked furtively about, but could 
detect nothing else in the gloom. 

He bent over the padlock, pulled out a pocket knife 
and loosened the bent, rusted screws that held the clasp 
in the wooden door. The rotten board gave way immedi¬ 
ately and with one tug he had the clasp off and the pad¬ 
lock hanging uselessly. 

He opened the doors to the coal chute. They creaked 
in protest. He could hear only the crickets in the darkness 
about him. Nothing human seemed to have heard. 

Moving quickly now. Shad climbed down the chute, 
pulling the doors shut above him. He found himself in 
the middle of the cellar. Flipping a match alive, he glanced 
about him. Then he directed his steps purposefully toward 
the line of wooden stairs going up into the house. 

He found his way without trouble through the living 
room to Cyn Greer’s bedroom where he had laid violent 
hands on her the evening before—the same bedroom in 
which the Toledo landscape hung. 

First he pulled shut the thick, brocade window drapes. 
Then he struck a match, standing a pace back from the 
painting. He glanced at it, studying it with satisfaction. 
It was one of his better landscapes. He had painted it on 
a quiet afternoon when the sunlight and the clouds and 
the threatening sky beyond had given a brooding power 

135 



to the scene that could not have been duplicated in years 
of effort. 

It was a good Shad Crispin, he knew; and he also knew 
he was going to have to destroy it. He laughed. 

He struck another match and moved closer to the 
painting. He looked along the edge of the frame. He saw 
what he was looking for; C. Carlost stamped there. 

Yes, Shad remembered, this had been one of the frames, 
one of the stretchers and one of the canvases he had bought 
id Lisbon just before his move to Spain. 

It had been odd* he considered, that he had never 
thought of this painting, the biggest of them all in size, 
when he had been looking over his destroyed Spanish 
nudes. For this one was almost half again as large in 
physical area as the rest of the canvases he had bought 
from C. Carlos. 

Shad extinguished the match and pulled up a chair* 
Mounting it, he felt behind the painting, trying to reach 
the nail on which the wire hung. He found it and lifted 
the big painting down to the floor. 

Then, carefully, he pulled the stretcher with the canvas 
away from the frame, and then slipped the canvas off the 
stretcher. Placing it gingerly on the bed, he rolled up the 
oil painting into a tight bundle and tucked it under his arm. 

Taking a final scan of the room, he then moved 
cautiously out through the shadows, the same way he 
had come. 

3 

In his work room at the studio. Shad hung the Toledo 
landscape on the easel, and examined it closely. He took 
a bottle of turpentine from his cabinet of art supplies and 
dampened a rag. With the rag he rubbed one comer of 
the painting briskly. 

The oil gradually dissolved and peeled off. Under¬ 
neath the surface of Shad’s painting there was a layer of 
gray the canvas had had when he had bought it in Lisbon* 
Rubbing hard, Shad applied more turpentine to the canvas, 
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and finally penetrated tlie gray layer. He squinted in the 
light, searching the texture of the canvas minutely. 

Then, with a low whistle, he leaned back from the 
canvas and stared incredulously out into the night. After 
the shock of his discovery wore off, he attacked the 
canvas with renewed vigor and in a short time he had 
scrubbed off all the pigment of his own Toledo landscape 
and the gray covering underneath. 

He stood back and studied what had been revealed. 
There was no question but that the revealed painting 

was genuine. The protective surface of the original paint¬ 
ing, shellac or possibly varnish, had remained intact un¬ 
der the other oils that covered it. The turpentine had 
eradicated Shad’s painting and the gray covering layer, 
but it had left the original as clear as the day it had been 
painted. 

It had been painted by an old-time Provencal artist 
named Paul Cezanne. 

Shad Crispin marveled at the brightness of the colors 
on the canvas after all these years. No wonder Cezanne 
was considered by most of the experts to be the father of 
modem painting. He had had the virility, the craftsman¬ 
ship and the originality to transcend the second-rate im¬ 
pressionists of his day to create an undying art. 

This Cezanne had been the focal point of all the my¬ 
sterious and bizarre happenings around Shad Crispin’s 
studio. 

Shad could see the entire blueprint of the operation 
now, from start to finish. 

During World War II many art treasures had been re¬ 
moved from French galleries both by unscrupulous French¬ 
men and by invading Germans. Somehow this Cezanne 
landscape of Provence had gone underground for the 
duration of the War. 

There it had changed hands several times. Perhaps it 
had been stolen forcibly or by violence. Shad would never 
really know. It had eventually come to rest in the under¬ 
ground smuggling center of C. Carlos, There Carlos and 
his men had carefully covered the original Cezanne with 
gray, muddy pigmentation to mask it. 
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The grayed canvas had been sold to Shad Crispin, a 
man with a clean record. Later, C, Carlos had undoubtedly 
figured, he could buy one of Crispin’s canvases—the one 
painted over the Cfeanne—thus retrieving the stolen piece 
of artistic merchandise. 

Perhaps C. Carlos had even considered visiting the 
States to pick up the Crispin painting, remove the paint 
and sell the original Cezanne to one of dozens of rich U.S. 
collectors who had no scruples about owning a stolen 
canvas of the fabulous worth of the Cezanne. 

But something had interrupted the plans of C. Carlos, 
For one reason or another, the police had arrested C* 
Carlos and his Lisbon cohorts. In jail, C. Carlos had ap¬ 
parently babbled. And someone had found out about 
the existence of the Cezanne, That someone had tracked 
down the painting to its present owner, Shad Crispin. 

And that same someone had employed every devious 
means in his power to search through Crispin’s paintings, 
destroying them both to mask the mutilation and its pur¬ 
pose. But the Studio had not been the true resting place 
of the Cezanne. Shad had given it to Cyn Greer at the 
very beginning of their relationship. Consequently, the 
thief, or his ally, had come a cropper. 

And of course Shad knew now who the thiefs ally was: 
Lissa Cloud. 

There was only one thing to do now, Shad realized, and 
he had to work fast to get it done by the time the next 
step in this macabre dance of intrigue began, 

4 

He glanced at his watch and discovered it was four a.m. 

He was exhausted. For a moment he leaned back in his 
chair and dosed his eyes. He was instantly asleep and 
dreaming. 

In the dream the fog swirled about him, and he seemed 
to be searching through the mist for the girl’s face . . , the 
golden eyes . . , the taffy-blonde hair ... the smooth 
tanned skin . , , the naked breasts * , . the slender tapering 
hips. , . , 

138 



And she would not come to him. 
She eluded him, like a sport of his imagination, like an 

airy jest* 
He moved through the smoky clouds and peered 

through them—looking for her face. 
And then, in the seaweed depths of the mist, he heard 

her voice calling to him, 
“Shad!” 
He opened his eyes, 
“Shad!” 
The voice was nearer. He turned toward the rock 

stairway. He did not move. Something riveted him to the 
spot 

But then his eyes widened. 
She was standing there, at the head of the steps, look¬ 

ing in at him. She had her hair combed tight to her head. 
She had her dungarees and tee shirt on. She smelled of the 
sea, and she was walking across the room to him, her 
hard wooden sandals slapping against the floor. 

“Shad!” she cried. 
She was in his arms, her body warm and inviting 

against his skin. He felt the round turn of her tight, little 
breasts, and he felt the warmth of her body, the powerful, 
lithe, catlike spring of her muscles and bones, 

“Lissa,” he whispered. 
She wriggled out of his arms, standing there, shyly 

smiling up at him, her eyes devouring him, her lips open 
and glistening. He looked down at her and touched her 
golden head with his hand. She was like a wild thing, he 
thought, a thing from another world, a thing that was not 
of the earth at all. But she was certainly not a thing of the 
imagination. No. She was real. 

She was staring at the canvas on the easel. 
“You painted that?” she asked him, awed and amazed. 
He turned. He shook his head, “It’s good, isn’t it?” 

he said. 
She frowned. Somehow she could not keep the excite¬ 

ment from burning in her face, “Who really painted it?” 
she asked, 

“A fellow named Paul Cezanne,” 
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She advanced toward it. “I like it” she said, her eyes 
moving swiftly over it “I like it. Where did you get it?” 
she asked him. 

"I found it among my canvases,” he said. 
“Oh,” she said. Then she turned away. “I’d like some¬ 

thing to drink, Shad ” she said. “I’m thirsty.” 
He smiled. “Will coffee do? I could-use a cup myself.” 
*Td love it.” 
He prepared the cups in the galley while she remained 

in the room with the painting, gazing at it with bright, 
glistening eyes. 

They had their coffee on the punee. 
Then Shad turned to her abruptly. “How much did you 

expect to get for it?” he asked her tightly. 
Her eyes sprang open more widely. “For what?” 
“For the Cezanne. The painting you’ve been looking 

for ever since you showed up here.” 
She blinked rapidly, lowering her face over her cup 

of coffee and sipping tentatively. “What do you mean?” 
she asked feebly. 

“I know all about it,” Shad said softly. “I know you 
heard about that damned C6zanne. T know you traced me 
to Cyn Greer. I know you worked out a dozen ways to get 
the canvas, but none of them succeeded. And then you 
came up with that sea nymph bit.” He grinned flatly. “I 
must admit you did a marvelous job.” 

She was watching him. Her lips curved in amusement 
"I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

“No? Scraping off the surface paint on those Spanish 
nudes of mine—looking for this canvas? And not finding 
it! I know what you went through, Ann.” 

He stifled a yawn, frowning as he did so. 
“You set that fire, too, didn’t you?” he pressed on. “You 

saw me come out after you and you hit me over the head. 
You were afraid I’d find out the real reason you were in¬ 
terested in my paintings.” 

Her lips curved in a smile, 
“You grabbed my hat and pea jacket,” he kept up in¬ 

sistently, “and put them on so no one clse~—Hke Ran 
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Boswell or Cyit Greer—would see you and believe you 
existed. And you started that fire!*1 

“I didn't start it on purpose,” Lissa said. “It was an 
accident. I hid in the store room. I was smoking and I 
dropped a cigarette in some old paint rags. They went up 
in flames, I ran out and tossed your hat and pea jacket 
near you. Then I left.” 

Shad yawned again, rubbing his eyes. “Ann Bagley,” 
he snapped. “And that Shakes. He was in it with you, 
wasn’t he? He opened that shop here in Seahaven so you 
could have a place to operate from. And then you hunted 
me down In that boat. The next thing you did was to drag 
me out of the water, tie seaweed on my wrist and write 
Lissa in the sand.” 

She closed her eyes and said nothing. 
He drank more of his coffee. 
“God, I’m beat to a frazzle!” He took a deep breath 

and lay back on the punee, He opened his eyes a slit and 
stared at her. 

She was laughing low in her throat now, like a cat 
purring. 

“You bitch!” he mumbled. “You bitch! You ptft some¬ 
thing in my coffee, didn’t you? You got me to brew up 
that coffee and then you drugged it!” 

His eyes closed. 
“Bitch,” he muttered. 
He slumped over on the punee. 
She arose softly and went to the painting. She lifted it 

from the easel and rolled it up tightly. Then she moved 
softly through the studio, down through the winding rock- 
hewn stairs to the sand, to the boat, and at last out to sea. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 

/ 

With an enigmatic smile. Shad Crispin watched through 
the tombstone window of the work room as the outboard 
carrying Lissa Cloud ploughed slowly through the cove 
and around the end of the cape, heading for Seahaven. 

She was not so subtle as he had thought. He had to give 
her credit for the "dream girl” bit, the “sea nymph” fan¬ 
tasy, hut when it came right down to the wire, he had as 
much shrewdness and trickery as she had. 

He had deliberately teased her into using the drugged 
coffee gimmick. And she had seized upon it, her wits ap¬ 
parently dulled by the blazing splendor of the fabulous 
Cezanne masterpiece in front of her. 

She had not caught on when he had dumped his drugged 
coffee out and pretended to drink it. 

When he had acted out the drugged sleep, she had 
believed it. She had seized the painting, tucked it under her 
arm and glided down through the corkscrew depths of the 
rock cliff and made off in the outboard in which she had 
come. 

Sea nymph! Shad chuckled—that had been some story! 
Dream girl! he brayed aloud—that was quite a joke! 
She was Ann Bagley and she had acted out the entire 

role of dream girl to get at that Cezanne. 
Now that she had it, she would act. Shad reflected, and 

the action would bring this entire farce to a close. It 
would, he knew, if he had the angles figured right. Of 
course, he might he wrong. He had been wrong before! 

He saw the last of the outboard in the darkness outside, 
and he lit a cigarette and strolled away from the tombstone 
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window. He walked leisurely through the work room and 
into the stairway, spiralling his way into the bowels of the 
cliff face to a room midway between Gallery E and the 
work room. 

It was a small store room. 
He opened the door with a key and stepped inside. As 

an afterthought, he turned and closed the door behind 
him, pulling down a huge oaken crossbar that slid into 
place, locking the door tightly. 

He lit a match and looked around. In the far comer of 
the room stood a cupboard of shelves. On these shelves 
Shad had stacked old palettes, old bottles of turpentine 
and combustibles, and some old canvasses and frames. 

He put his arm through to the back wall of the cup¬ 
board. Touching a metallic clasp, he moved it up, and 
stepped back. As he did so, the entire cupboard swung 
loosely away from the w'all, turning on oiled hinges. 

Shad pushed it aside and moved into the hollow hole 
hewn out of bedrock. And on the floor he bent over and 
looked again at the Cezanne painting—the smuggled 
masterpiece that would bring someone close to a quarter of 
a million dollars. 

He grinned at it, smugly. It had been a neat trick, faking 
the Cezanne in those eight hours, and leaving it on the 
easel for Lissa Cloud to find. 

Unless he was terribly mistaken, he knew, she would be 
back in another attempt to secure the genuine painting. 

And then he would clear up this strange and mysterious 
business in front of witnesses. 

He had already called Effie Cripp and put her on guard. 
He blew out the match and craned toward the opening 

in the rock behind him. He had heard a noise. Someone 
was upstairs. 

He slammed the cupboard shut, and hastened out of 
the store room. 

2 

They burst Into the work room together, Cyn and Ran. 
Shad stood up, blinking his eyes, passing his hand over 
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his forehead. He stood quickly and swayed a bit, dizzily. 
He felt strangely, as if he had just emerged from some 
kind of dream. 

“Shad!” cried Cyn, moving quickly toward him, search¬ 
ing his face excitedly. She turned to Ran. “He looks all 
right!” 

Ran followed. His face was in the shadows. Shad looked 
over Cyn’s shoulders and could see the shrewd, puzzled 
look on Ran's face, 

“Baby,” Ran murmured. “What kind of a game are you 
playing now?” 

Shad touched his head again, shaking it. “Whatever axe 
you talking about?” he growled, 

“But, darling,” Cyn cried. “You were supposed to 
come to New York and meet me there. We were going on 
the cruise!” 

Ran’s eyes were moving up and down Shad’s body, 
taking in the work clothes, the frayed tee shirt. 

“Forgot about it, didn’t you, baby?” Ran said. 
Shad shook his head and laughed. “Not a bit.” 
Cyn’s eyes widened in shock. “You never meant to 

come?” The pain touched Shad but he did not answer it. 
“Sit down, you two,” Shad said abruptly, and strode 

to the tombstone window. Then he faced them. Cyn and 
Ran moved in different directions, Cyn to the puoee, and 
Ran to a sling chair, 

“It better be a good one,” murmured Ran, taking out 
his pipe. 

“I think it is,” Shad said softly. “I’ve finally gotten to 
the bottom of the sea nymph story. I’ve finally discovered 
who the real culprit was,” 

Cyn stared at Ran. “Who?” she asked. 
Ran’s eyes were veiled behind his pipe, 
“Fellow named Paul Cezanne,” Shad said softly, 
Cyn burst out laughing, “Oh, don’t try to be so droll, 

darling! Tell us the truth!” 
“It’s the truth,” Shad said. He turned to Cyn, “You 

remember our discussion about Lisbon?” 
“Certainly,” Cyn said. “But we decided—” 
“The object being smuggled was not dope, Cyn,” Shad 
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said. “It was an oil painting. A stolen masterpiece by Paul 
Cezanne.” 

Ran Boswell's eyes gleamed. 
“That’s right. Ran,” Shad went on. “I told you about 

those canvases I bought in Lisbon. One of them was a real 
Cezanne, covered over. I just learned that tonight." 

Ran smoked vigorously. “But where was it, Shad?” 
Ran asked. “You don’t mean to tell me it was one of those 
tom-up Spanish nudes that little vixen got hold of?” 

Shad shook his head. “No. It was hanging in Cyn’s bed¬ 

room.” 
Ran’s eyes stared incredulously. “Cyn’s bedroom? 
“My big Toledo landscape!” Cyn cried in shock. 
“Right,” said Shad. “Lissa Cloud was sent here to find 

that painting. Somehow she got on its track and found out 
about me. So she came here with that trumped-up story 
about being lost at sea.” 

Cyn frowned. “But, Shad. Why should she do that? Why 
couldn’t she just wait until you were out, and search the 
place?” 

“I’ve been working here for weeks, Cyn," Shad replied. 
“And there’s a big hurricane fence all round the property. 
She got tired waiting and came in through the cove. Don’t 

you see?” 
Ran Boswell squinted at Shad dubiously. “Who’s she 

working for, baby?” 
Shad shrugged. “I’ll find out later.” 
Ran subsided. 
Cyn’s eyes enlarged considerably. “Of course, Shad!” 

she cried. “That’s the reason she put turpentine on your 
Spanish nudes. So she could find the one with the Cezanne 

painted under it!” 
Shad nodded. “Right. And then ripped them all up after¬ 

ward to keep me from finding out what she had been up to. 
She guessed I didn’t know about the Cezanne. And she 
didn’t intend I should find out, 

“But she didn’t locate the painting. So she had to come 

back.” 
Shad mused a bit, standing next to the tombstone win- 
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dow, Ms hands behind his back. “I guess the trouble was, 
she had only partial information.” 

Ran Boswell's eyebrow raised in interrogation. 
“I mean,” Shad explained, “if she had known which 

Cezanne she was after, she would have been aware of the 
dimensions of the painting. She would have known my 
Spanish nudes weren't the ones at all. She would have 
known the real Cezanne was somewhere else.” 

Ran nodded and retired behind a cloud of smoke. 
“After that,” Shad went on, “her main plan of action 

was to get into the studio and search through all my stuff, 
hoping to find the Cezanne. So she returned.” 

Cyn nodded. “But she couldn't find it because she never 
got to my bedroom,” Cyn smiled gleefully. 

“You figure she set fire to the little red schoolhouse, 
baby?” Ran Boswell grated out. 

“I saw her there,” Shad said positively. “You remember 
I got knocked out when I went after her? I would say she 
did set the fire. She’s in it with someone else.” 

Ran Boswell eyed Shad stonily. 
“He's a fellow in Seahaven named Sylvester Shakes,” 

Shad concluded the story. 
Ran rose to go for the telephone. 
“No,” Shad said quickly. “You’ve got to listen to the 

rest of my plan.” 
Ran stared at Shad and then retreated with ill grace. 

“We tried to phone you from New York,” he growled, 
“but nobody answered. It might be out of order anyway.” 

Shad grinned. “I had the telephone off the hook while 
I was working tonight.” 

“Working?” Ran repeated. 
“Faking the Cfizanne that Lissa Cloud stole tonight from 

me. 
Cyn and Ran stared at Shad as if he had lost his mind. 
Shad grinned. “It’s simple. I broke into the Greer 

mansion in Seahaven, entered Cyn’s bedroom and took 
down the Toledo landscape. Back here I took off my 
painting and found the Cezanne. I figured Lissa would be 
back, so 1 got busy in a hurry and dashed off a copy.” 

Ran stared incredulously. “In eight hours?” 
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‘T work fast. Ran,” Shad said. “You know that.” 
Cyn blinked. “But why?” 
“Why did I fake the painting?” Shad said. “I faked it so 

I could get Ltssa Cloud back here. I knew you would be 
back here when 1 didn’t show. And I know Lissa will return 
as soon as she hands over that fake oil to Sylvester Shakes,” 

Ran’s eyes squinted craftily, “You think Shakes is in on 
this thing?” 

“I think he’s behind it,” Shad said. “Somehow Lissa 
got on the trail of the Cezanne, It might have been on 
her own. And it might have been through Shakes,” Then 
he turned to Cyn blandly. “You know her, Cyn, Did I tell 
you that?” 

Cyn’s mouth opened in surprise, “No! I know her? Is she 
from Seahaven?” 

Shad shook his head. “New York, The Village.” 
Ran’s eyes swung to Shad’s face. “Village?” 
“Yes. Her name’s Ann Bagley,” Shad said, watching 

Cyn’s face for its reaction. 
Cyn’s expression was blank. “I never heard of any Ann 

Bagley.” 
“Oh? She’s been to your parties,” Shad said, “At least 

that’s the information I got,” 
“So have thousands!” Ran scoffed. He eyed Shad in¬ 

tently, “I think maybe you aren’t quite so well as we 
thought you were. Shad,” 

Shad turned to Ran, feeling unsteady and weak for a 
brief moment. “What the hell do you mean by that?” 

Ran jabbed his pipe stem in the air toward Shad. “I 
think it’s all another pipe dream, Shad, I don’t believe a 
word of it!” 

Shad laughed. “This time I’ve got the goods, though. 
Ran. This time I’ve got the Cezanne.” 

“Here?” Ran shifted his pipe from one comer of his 
mouth to the other, 

“Yes, Downstairs, Off the store room. It’s in a good 
safe hiding place. Want to see It?” 

“Hold it,” said Ran. He looked at Cyn Greer. “Cyn, did 
you ever hear of an Ann Bagley?” 
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Cyn thought a long time, frowning. '"No, Ran, I 
honestly can’t say I did.” 

“She’s Lissa Cloud,” Shad said, “She got acquainted 
with Cyn Greer so she could get close to me. Don’t you 
see? And then when Cyn moved me up here to Connecticut, 
this dame came in disguise.” 

Ran Boswell smoked a moment. “It don’t read good,” he 
said after a moment. “I don’t like it.” 

“But the Cezanne!” snapped Shad. 
Ran was watching Cyn Greer carefully. “Yon stay here 

with him, Cyn. I want to check that Cezanne out, I don’t 
want any hocus-pocus.” He turned to Shad with a smile. 
“It’s not that I don’t trust you, baby. It’s just that I can 
believe my own eyes a lot better than I can you.” 

Shad felt the anger rising in him in a crimson tide. He 
reached in his pocket for the key to the store room. He 
threw it down on the floor in front of Ran. 

“See for yourself!” he cried. “It’s in that secret niche 
behind the cupboard in the store room.” 

Ran Boswell puffed a moment on his pipe and then 
leisurely rose from the sling chair. He bent over and re¬ 
trieved the key, 

“You make it hard for me, baby,” he grinned, and 
tossed the key in the air and caught it. “Be right back,” 
And he was gone. 

No more than five minutes elapsed before Ran tramped 
back up the stairs, still tossing the key into the air, 

“I looked, baby,” he said, his face white and intense. 
“There ain’t nothing there. The niche is empty.” 

Shad stared at Ran Boswell in deep shock, 
Down Cyn’s face ran tears of grief and frustration. 
Ran Boswell chewed stoically on his pipe stem. 

3 

The agent had been right. 
There was no painting in the niche. 
The studio was bare. Although they searched every¬ 

where, they did not find the Cezanne. 
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Ran Boswell stared at Shad Crispin across the work 
room. 

“You made it all up,” he said quietly. “Your subcon¬ 
scious at work again, Shad. You dreamed up her last 
visit. You dreamed up the solution to the mystery. You 
dreamed up the Cezanne. You dreamed up the plot to steal 
the Cezanne. Everything.” 

Shad closed his eyes. He felt sick. 
“Why?” he asked feebly. 
“Face it, baby. You just don’t want to go on any cruise 

with Cynthia Greer.” 
Cyn turned her head away and held her palm to her 

forehead. 
Shad shuddered. He stared at Ran Boswell. “Go on. 

What else?” 
“That’s all. Isn’t that enough?" Ran asked wearily. 
“All that fantastic story,” Cyn sighed, “just to avoid 

coming on the train to New York and joining me tonight.” 
She smiled distantly. “God, bow repulsive does a woman 
have to be?” 

Ran shook his head. “It has nothing to do with you, 
Cyn, honey. It’s strictly in Shad Crispin’s brain cells. 
They’re out of kilter, not you.” 

Cyn took a heavy breath. “If you say so,” she said. 
Shad did not know what to say. He sat stolidly, staring 

out through the window into the darkness, unable to 
speak. The false dawn was moving in from the east. The 
ocean was turning from dark blue to a light, greenish 
aquamarine. The stars twinkled against the light gray 
of dawn. 

He held his head in his hands. 
“Can’t you look once again?” Shad whispered. “In the 

niche? I swear I put it there. Ran,” 
Ran smiled. “Maybe you think you did. Shad.” 
Cyn gazed across at Ran Boswell pleadingly. “Let’s 

try once more, Ran,” she said. 
Ran shrugged. “Hell of a lot of good it will do,’ he 

muttered, but stood. “Come on, Cyn, we’ll take a look. 
Shad, you stay here.” 

Shad nodded. 
149 



He heard their footsteps going down the steps. 
He huddled there, the loneliest man in the world. He 

did not know how long he sat that way, but when he 
looked up he could see her plainly, limned against the 
dawn breaking out over the cove. 

She stood in the room with him, in tee shirt and dun¬ 
garees, her wet hair plastered over her head, her eyes 
golden and wide open, her Ups crimson and glistening. 

It was Lissa Cloud. 

4 

Her sensuous lips curved. She sauntered toward him* 
moving her body sinuously and suggestively. She stood 
directly in front of him and put her hands on her hips. 
The movement made her breasts stand out against the tee 
shirt, 

‘‘Yes,” she said. “It’s me. And Fm real. I always was.” 
He laughed. “You’re real and Fm unreal,” he said. 
“But you’re tricky,” she said softly, “You played a joke 

on me,” 
“Not a funny joke,” 
“You faked that painting, Shad. And I fell for it. And 

you pretended to be drugged. Real clever,” 
“Have you brought back my painting?” Shad asked, 
“The phony Cezanne?” Her eyes moved over him rest¬ 

lessly, “No, I want the real one.” 
“You’ve got guts,” Shad said deliberately, “to come 

back here after all you did.” 
“Then you intend to keep the Cezanne?” Her golden 

eyes narrowed. He saw her lips tighten. 
“Why should I give it to you?” Shad said softly. 
“Because if you don’t Fll get the Customs people on 

you,” She breathed heavily, and he could see her hands 
knotting up at her sides. 

“Extortion,” Shad said. 
“Safety first,” she corrected him. “I know you’ve got it 

I'll blow the whistle on you,” 
“You don’t talk at aU like Lissa Cloud used >to talk.” 
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“My best role,” Lissa Cloud said with a sudden anima¬ 
tion in her pale face. “Didn’t you think so? 

“You had me sold," he admitted. “I thought I was going 

^“Where’s* the painting?” Lissa asked. “I haven’t much 

t?TTl6 ” - - n 

“What would you say if I told you I never had lt? 
*Td say you were a liar You made a copy oi it, 

knew it for a fake the moment he spotted it.” 
“Sure, Sylvester Shakes,” 
“That’s right. And he's waiting now. If you don t come 

across we’lf sound the alarm, mister, and I’d like to warn 
do a heavy fall for the federal government 

U Shad^nodded° “You’re a real cool■ g 
I’ve got news for you. Five-star final stuff. Its missing, 

L'Her face tightened. “Missing? Then why are you laugh- 

mg‘Tm laughing because it’s the truth. 1 find it amusing 
after all the lies you’ve told me, and all the lies we ve a 

8She sighed. “It was fun. Shad,” she murmured. I mean, 
above and beyond the role I was playing. You and me, 

“Let’s forget about it, Lissa, and just pretend the 

“STOtlta -er..y. “You would lake me 

ba“Wl.y not?” Shad said expansively. “But what about 

ShShfbit her lip, calculating. “Depends on where we 

could go. If we went far enough— 
* “Europe?” Shad murmured. 

Her eyes brightened. Oh, Shad, do you mean i , 
“Why not?” Shad leaned over, put his aims around h 

and kissed her on the mouth. She pressed herself to - 
A rustle of movement attracted Shad. He turned siightl^ 

still embracing Lissa, and saw Cyn Greer standing m the 
darkness Bt the end of the work room, 

“My my'” said Cyn Greer. “What have we here? 
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“^Ts,ea nymph,” said Shad with a grin. “What kept you, 
Cyn. I ve been stalling for five minutes.” 

Lissa Cloud turned and gazed with terror-stricken eyes 
at Cyn Greer. 

Cyn Greer’s mouth fell open in shock. 
Annette!” she cried. 

5 

Shad looked from Cyn to Lissa Cloud and back again. 
You two know each other?” 

Lissa said nothing. She was motionless. 
. 5^ nodded. “Oh, certainly. She’s a neighbor of mine 
m Greenwich Village.” 

“But you said you’d never heard of Ann Bagley ” Shad 
remonstrated. 6 J’ 

Cyn shrugged. “I just know her as Annette. She lives 
down the street.” 

Shad spoke swiftly to Lissa. “You heard about that 
Cezanne, and you traced it to me, didn't you? Then you 
made friends with Cyn Greer so you could contact me. 
When I moved up here, you followed. You tried to find 
the Cezanne. You didn’t know its dimensions, and you 
tore up all my Spanish nudes because the frames were 
marked C. Carlos.” 

Lissa closed her eyes tightly. 
Shad turned to Cyn Greer. “It’s all very simple,” he 

said. He spread his hands, 4lNow do you believe me?” 

v\,CJw’S eyes were deep’ midx,iSht blue sparks, “Of course, 
003.01 

“And where’s the Cezanne?” Shad frowned. “And 
where’s Ran?” 

He’s still looking for it,” Cyn said, shrugging. She 
turned and glanced at the doorway. “He’s back there 
somewhere,” 

“Who are you talking about?” Lissa Cloud asked. 
. Ran Boswell, my agent,” Shad said. “I hid the paint- 
mg in a closet, but it*s disappeared now.” 

Raa Boswell,’ Lissa Cloud mused, deep in thought, 
ithad started over toward the stairway. “We may as 
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well all join in the search/1 he said, "Come on. The thing 
couldn’t have flown.’1 He grinned, “And now I know I 
haven’t been dreaming.’ 

Cyn Greer put her hand on his arm, “Wait a minute* 
Shad/’ she said. 

He looked at her question] ngly* 
She was pointing toward the door. Ran Boswell had en¬ 

tered the work room, looking over his shoulder. He was 
dusting off his hands. 

“Well, kids, I can’t find the damned thing,” He swung 
around and saw Shad. Then his eyes moved to Cyn. And 
then they focused on Lissa Cloud. 

For a long moment there was complete silence. 
Ran said nothing. He swallowed hard. 
But Lissa Cloud talked. 
“Karl Reiche!’ she cried. “I might have known you were 

in this!” 
For a long instant no one moved. Ran Boswell’s eyes 

darted from Lissa Cloud to Shad, and then to Cyn Greer. 
He noted their expressions—disbelief and astonishment. 

He frowned good naturedly, “Who in the world is Karl 
Reiche?” 

“One of the slickest dealers in undercover canvases in 
the world,” Lissa snapped, “That’s who Karl Reiche is! 
And it’s you!11 

Ran Boswell’s eyes flicked to Shad with amused tol¬ 
erance- "Who’s this girl. Shad?” 

Shad eyed Ran shrewdly. “That’s Lissa Cloud, Ran, 
The sea nymph,” 

Ran glanced at Cyn Greer, whose face was blank, and 
then he turned to Lissa Cloud, He bowed mockingly* 
“Congratulations, Miss, for a marvelous job of acting,” 
He looked at Shad again, “And congratulations to you. 
Shad, for going to such lenfrths to try to convince me.” 

“Convince you of what?” Shad asked dubiously, 
“That there was a sea nymph!” 
Cvn Greer gasped. 
Ran Boswell turned to Cyn, “You didn’t for one moment 

think Shad’s story was true, did you, my dear?” 

153 



Cyn Greer blinked. *1 wish I knew what to think/1 she 
whispered. 

“Karl Reich©/5 Shad was muttering, nibbing his chin, 
“Sure. You were in it from the first, weren't you. Ran? 
You picked up the trail of the Cezanne in Europe and fol¬ 
lowed it to New York. Then you became Ran Boswell 
and took me oo as a client to become intimate enough 
with me to locate the Cezanne.’* 

Ran Boswell spread his hands and then reached in his 
pocket for his pipe. He pulled it out and stuffed tobacco 
in it, 

“You’ve got me dizzy with all this double talk, baby/’ 
he grinned. “You’ll pardon me if I don’t follow you too 
closely.” 

“It’s not hard to figure. You’ve been persuading me for 
months to take a cruise with Cyn Greer, Once out of this 
studio, you figured to search it from top to bottom and get 
the Cezanne.” 

“There is no Cezanne/’ Ran said steadily, lighting his 
pipe with a flaming match, ducking his head to shield the 
flame, 

“Yes, there is,” Shad said, “You sipped it out just now 
when you went down to the store room. My bet is it’s in 
the woods somewhere, or out in your car!” 

Ran Boswell grinned, “Care to look?” 
Shad’s eyes narrowed. “You’re damned right I care ” 
“Let’s go,” Ran said, assuming a tolerant amiability* 

Together the two passed through the door and out along 
the hill and through the maples, 

Lissa Cloud and Cyn Greer followed them silently. 
Then Lissa Cloud cried out. “Don’t let him get away! 

He’s got that painting! He’s Karl Reiche, I tell you!” 
Ran Boswell grinned at Shad. “One thing about it, baby* 

You sure brief your actresses. Or somebody does,” 
“Do 1, Karl?” Shad asked quietly. 
Ran shot a glance of apprehension at Shad, and then 

made a quick movement in the pathway in front of him. 
Ran then turned aside and hurled himself at Shad, grab¬ 
bing for Shad’s wrist for a judo throw. Shad went head 
over heels into the brush beside the path and, before he 
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could recover his balance. Ran Boswell had run well 
down the path through the gate and leaped into his Cadil¬ 
lac. 

The powerful motor purred into life. The Cadillac 
swirled along the pavement and out of sight. 

“Oh, Shad!” cried Cyn Greer, running up with Lissa 
Cloud. 

Shad picked himself up from the ground. He seemed 
quite nonchalant. 

“Okay, Eflfie,” he called out. “I got your signal. You 
can come out now. You’re among friends.” 

Shad watched Cyn Greer and Lissa Cloud. They stared 
dumbly at him. 

And then, climbing through the brush in her red tee 
shirt and dungarees, swayed Effie Cripp, lugging a long, 
rolled-up piece of canvas. 

“I saw him hide this in the Caddy when I first came 
up, Shad,” she said briefly. U1 thought I’d better pick it 
up quick,” 

“The Cezanne!” cried Lissa Cloud. 
The painting proved to be exactly that. 
Cyn Greer looked down the road where they had all 

seen the last of Karl Reiehe. 
“The con man who outconned himself,” she smiled. 

“And I always had him pegged for a brilliant operator.” 
Shad faced her. “I thought / was the guy in your life,” 

he laughed. 
She blurted into his arms. “But you are. I go for the 

kooks. Didn’t I tell you?” 

6 

Bermuda was made for a honeymoon. 
So was Cyn Greer. 
Shad found out these two facts almost simultaneously 

—to his surprise and pleasure. 
What had happened was that, after the clearing up of the 

strange Lissa Cloud story, and the subsequent presenta¬ 
tion of the lost Cezanne to the French museum from 
which it had originally been stolen during World War II, 
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the inhibition that had been holding back Shad Crispin 
from Cyn Greer had suddenly evaporated. The inhibi¬ 
tion obviously had been formed by Shad’s unconscious 
fear that the war-time mental blackouts, from which he 
had constantly suffered during hostilities, might perma¬ 
nently scar his reason. 

Discovering that his fears had been based only on his 
imagination. Shad had been able to clear up ail his reser¬ 
vations vis-a-vis Cyn Greer. 

They had been married in a huge, quaint and most im¬ 
pressive ceremony in Seahaven, to which people had been 
invited from as far away as Bechuanaland, Africa, and 
Sydney, Australia. 

And everybody had come. 
Now, lying in the sun on the beach, soaking up the 

heat and the languor of a life of ease and luxury. Shad 
turned to Cyn Greer and smiled at her reposing beside 
him. 

_ In the distance the coral-tinted houses sparkled on the 
hill, reflecting the sun into the pale, blue sky above. The 
white, gleaming roofs shimmered, their rivulets for catch¬ 
ing rain water painting a delicate, tenuous pattern above 
the coral shapes of the houses beneath. 

Sailboats frolicked in the soft waves at sea. 
“I had a letter from Lissa Cloud today,” Shad mur¬ 

mured, 

Cyn inclined her head slightly, and watched Shad with 
her lovely, clear eyes. “I saw it on the dresser,” she said. 

“Jealous?” 
“Maddeningly,” Cyn laughed. 
“She says she and Sylvester Shakes, who turned out to 

be her uncle, have moved to California. The sea air, you 
know. Karl Reiche has vanished, completely.” 

“Ran made such a good agent,” Cyn sighed. “I wonder 
why he doesn’t try to get into the business legitimately?" 

Shad's mouth dropped open. “An honest agent? Oh, 
come now, Cyn!” 

She laughed. 
“And Effie Cripp—Ardeffe Backwards—you know 

what she’s doing?” Shad said teasingly, 
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She pouted. “I’m not interested in keeping track of all 

your girl friends.” 
“She’s decided to give up snooping and take up clam¬ 

digging,” Shad said. 
They laughed. Then Cyn leaped to her feet and began 

running across the sand. “Come on. I’ll race you to the 
buoy,” she yelled. , 

Shad jumped up after her and plunged into the water 
beside her. Together they thrashed through the water, 
pushing great geysers of white foam into the sky around 
them. Shad tasted the briny, head-clearing salt water and 
felt the enfolding, cool bosom of the sea burying him in its 
bounteousness. 

They slowed down and then faced each other, treading 
water. Cyn threw back her head, laughing. 

Shad grabbed her and kissed her. 
“You know what?” he said. “You make a pretty good 

sea nymph yourselfl" 

THE END 
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